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SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS. 



CHAPTER L 

BEAD SfiJOUK. 



.... We had to change our rooms the nest day after. Th« 
.hotel was crowded, — it was high season at Lugano; and we 
ha^ only been put in "tempfry," like dear Aunt Hetty Maria's 
teeth. Numbers 90 and 92 were engaged for an English fam- 
ily, that was coming in a couple of days. 

Mra. Regis could keep her apartments, and she was well sat- 
isfied. They were high, corner rooms, overlooking the lake and 
garden. We must see what could be done in the "d^pend- 

Edith and Margaret were sorry to he in different houses ; 
"but some of us must stay in the fascinating old monastery," 
they said. " We mean to explore it all oyer." 

The d^pendance was directly upon the lake ; its pretty little 
balconies overhung the water ; bat it was a damp old building, 
actually falling into decay in the rear, unused pkrt ; and these 
rooms over the water were more romantic than salubrious, I 
feared ; though they say there is never any fever at Lugano. 

Stephen Holabird interested himself for us. He ran up and 
down, interpreted, reported, suggested. At last he came knock- 
ing at my door, hat in hand, late in the afternoon. 

" Miss Strong," he said, hurriedly, "if you just want rooms 
in Paradise, come and see ! It 's opened to-day ; Monsieur 
E is just going over now with a German countess. 

We picked up ouv parasols. We walked through tlie garden 
and ronnd a, turn of the road, over here to " Beau Sejour." It 
is a palace-dependance of the monastery hotel. 

Recently bought^ and the repairs just finishing, there had been 
qaestion about opening it quite at present. They had teld aa 
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2 SIGHTS AND fflSICHTS. 

nothing of tlie possibility wlien they showeil ua rooms in the 
lakeside " Belvidere." But the German countess brought it to 
decision. She and we, and others that would ho coming, might 
" spill over " into it, since the convent was brimful and running 
over at this very moment. 

It is up behind the " Pare," — set against the hill ; a magnifi- 
cent house, the home and heritage of an old Italian family, 
dwindled to a last survivor, who gives it up as if to Death and 
Fate, and wanders away into a world, that has for him no more 
home in it, since the last life he cared for went out of this. 

The enormous saloons, cut up into spacious suites of beauti- 
ful lodging rooms. They run round the four sides with doors 
between them all the way. They look out in every direction, 
upon some new loveliness. In front, the garden entrance, 
through which we came to it, slopes away beneath the great 
stone terrace — an esplanade some eighty feet long and eighteen 
wide, where stand vases with orange, and lemon, and pome- 
granate trees. There are two approaches from the high, double 
iron-and-gilded gateway, over which a big lantern burns at 
night. The one, straight to the door, is a broad avenue of 
hoi-se-cheatnuta, grown into a solid hedge of twenty feet in 
height. The otiier turns away to the right and comes up by 
the wall ; it is an areade of laurels, trained over trellises, till 
the huge stems mate their own sti-ong, twisted frame-work ; it is 
thick with glossy heavy leafege. Over the tops of all these trees 
you see, from the upper windows, out upon the lake, that lies, 
clear blue, at the feet of a ring of mountains. But upon this 
you must look with me presently ; when I get settled, and take 
you with me to my very own window. 

One side stands upon the street; but across it you still rest 
your eyes upon the water and the hills. The perfect green cone 
of St. Salvador is right before ^ou. The other side runs up 
along the edge of the park and ravine, and looks above them" 
toward a grand height, where another palace stands. At the 
baek is a lovely garden, all flowers and radiance near the house, 
— a fountain pJaying into a pond with little fish in it, — statues, 
and lanterns, and flower-pots of tilework along the walls and up 
the balustrade of the long flight of steps leading to the wilder- 
ness ; at the upper end the gai-den loses itself in u little wood. 
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The large doors at front, and back stand open ; across the 
polished inlaid floors, and between the marble- wainscoted walla 
of hal! and saloon, you look thi-ough, and see the flowers, and 
the fountain playing, and the dimness of the little forest shade 
beyond all. We went up the grand staircases, their sides ceiled 
with colored a(«ne work, into upper corridors, from which open 
dining and drawing-rooms, and which lead ai-ound to the apart- 
ments among which we came to choose. Think of our having 
"our pick," — next to the German countess, who entered and 
nioyed on just before us, — of al! these rooms, delightful in 
height and aspect, io finishing and furnishing; curtained and 
frescoed, — with new, luxnrious-looking beds and pillows piled 
up on the pretty bedsteads, — solas drawn to the windows, easy- 
chairs rolled into the cosy comers ; Venetian blinds outside the 
windows, and straw blinds in, — a smell of newness and fresh- 
ness about everything, and the soft balm of summer air rushing 
In as soon as we set back a sash! Of the glory that disclosed 
itself to sight, I must tell you separately. 

It was two francs more a day to live here, and we should hav« 
to, go down to the hotel for meals. But should n't we get our 
forty cents worth? Edith demanded. And wasn't it just a de- 
light to go to and fro under those laurel and chestnut shades ? 
There was only tlie bit bend of sunny road, and a little dust, 
perhaps, as we went, — And if it rained? It wouldn't, for 
weeks yet, they told us, and when it did, there would be voitures 

I have dwelt on the description because it was to be our 
home for perhaps two months. Here we would really settle 
down. Edith would have a piano ; they were to be readily 
procured in the town. Monsieur assured ns. And for singing 
lessons, if we desired, there was the Cathedral organist, a pro- 
fessor from Milan, and a trainer of voices for the stage. Emery 
Ann and I would sew, knit, paint, write ; sit in the garden, walk 
in the park ; we would all sail on the lake in the twilights and 
>noonlighta. We would drink in fragrance, and color, — we 
would rest in the peace of the shadowed waters. Mountain 
All at once we were willing to give them up. 
" sweet do nothing " of Italy took gently hold of us In 
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Switzerland there is a, ke«n exijitement, an eager passion ; its 
Btimulating air, its tumultuous grandeurs make you restless, 
hurry you on. Here you are content to be still yourself, and 
look up to that which lifts itself above you. 

Emery Ann said; "The mountains are there ; let'em mount!' 

At first when they found how beautiftd it was, Mrs. Eegis 
Old Margaret were inclined to change their own quartera. But 
their quaint old eonyent rooms held their own special charm ; 
the cool windows, deep set in the thick stone walls and balconies 
outside, looked into the bright lower garden, and the band 
played exquisite music every evening underneath ; they would 
Lave access here by our being here, and they would not need to 
traverse the distance when they did uot feel like it ; we could 
mutually accommodate each other. The young folks would 
investigate all the captivating mazes of the ancient church and 
cloister, — all the sweet recesses of the glens and gardens. . We 
were at the delicious beguming of an idyl, — a romance. 

Who knows ? 

I said " young folks," for Stephen Holabird seemed to belong 
to us I'ight off. It was enough, almost, that he came from Mas- 
sachusetts ; he was from the dear, little, old door-yard. He 
sat with Emery Ann and me that very afternoon, among the 
oleanders by the fountain; and he told us about himself, and 
his home, and his people. His sister Barbara, wife of Lieuten- 
ant Goldthwaite of the Katahdin, is in Nice with her husband ; 
the ship is stationed there for the winter. Harry had had leave, 
he said, and they had been traveling with him in Switzerland. 
He himself had just finished at the SiUig Institute, and now 
they had written him from home — amongst them — to stay 
abroad a while and see something more. He was to spend most 
of the winter, he supposed, in Italy. I came to understand the 
" amongst them," gradually. 

Stephen was the youngest of them at home, growing up through 
hobbledehoyhood, he says, while his three sisters were turning 
into women all at once, and dropping away out of the West- 
over nest. He missed them, awfully. I could not think how 
jolly it was to him to be with a girl again. He had iancied, 
when Barbara married into the navy, that the navy was tlio 
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flnest thing in the world for anybody — mail or woman — 
to be in ; and he talked Annapolis and the Academy till the 
rest of the family began to think it was serious, and he — 
began in his own mind to have misgivings that it was n't. 
So he told his faOier one day that he wished he could find out 
whether he was most sailor or doctor, and whether his sea- 
notion was anything more than a notion of getting a sea-look 
at the world. And his father, if you wil! believe it. Rose, had 
the sense to respect him for not quite knowing his own mind, 
and for knowing that he did n't. So "amongst them," and that 
meant, chiefly, at thfit time, amongst his Uncle Roderick and 
Annt Jane, who are the rich heads of the family and have n't 
any children, and who did n't always — (this is an insight, 
partly) make muoli allowance for there being any human grow- 
ing, and so wanting, in the world, and particularly over at 
brother Stephen's, but who had come to it beautifully by means 
of "Ruth and Revelation" in time for him; — amongst them 
tliey sent him over here to see the world and learn French and 
German at Vevay. " Ruth " is his youngest " sister-in-love ; " 
cousin, really, but always one of them, and especially of him ; 
man-ied to a rich yoang Mr. Thayne ; he did n't say rich, ex- 
actly, but it was a corollary from things he did say, and I have 
heard of Mr. Thayne elsewhere. So Ruth, I fancy, has come 
into the amongstness this time (that is n't a very bad woi-d, 
Rose, is it ?) and a birthday happened to him a month ago, and 
a nice letter of credit was a family gift that came to his hands 
the very day, and here he is. I thought I might as well run 
off the whole string while I was about it. Of course he did n't 
say it all at once and at first ; especially that about Edith. 

And — just a little more, and you will know Stephen as well 
as I did, when he liad said most of these things ; that is When I 
had known him in the greatest intimacy — the. intimacy of a 
hoy with an elderly woman he takes to, — for a fortnight, after 
which other things began to happen, that I must take hold of 
oresently. 

I suppose he must know he is bright ; he has been bom and 
brought up in a brightness, — of a family who have had some 
rubs to bring the sparks out ; but I wonder if he knows how 
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deep he is? Ttink of his telling mo that he found out there 
was a iasdnation behind the feacination that was in a ship and 
the sea ; that its coming so near being a live thing in a live 
element was what did it, so far as it was anytliing beyond the 
glory of the flag, and the hewitchment of novelty and adventure ; 
that life — and its secrets, and the helps and utanagement of it 
— in plants and trees and animals and human creatures, — had 
been the centre and solution of all his bents and pvodivities 
ever since he began to Lave any. That he could always make 
things grow ; be could graft trees, and bud rosea, and nurse up 
difiiciUt cuttings ; he could raise late chickens and young cana- 
ries ! he could, cure sick puppies, and pitscribe for horses ; nat- 
ual history, organic chemistry, anatomy, the microscope, — they 
were Lis older delights ; yes, he grew surer and surer, that as 
some people had an instinct for justice and' the reasons why, — 
and some for fMth and inward illuminations, and some for me- 
chaidcal forces and the works cooperative alongside, — and 
some for the multiplication table and trade aiid rolling up per- 
centages and interest, — and some for government and political 
economy, — his gifts and afiinities all have hold among lifes, 
breatlis, growths ; there was where his work must be. And a 
physician could serve his country too, in the navy or the army, 
if he had a mind, or upon occasion ; that would come after. 
But a physician was what he was going to be. He was satisfied 
when he had got to the root of the matter. Think of a boy 
going so deep as that. 

He and Edith are friends outright, and most open allies. It 
was n't in regard to them and their seventeen and eighteen 
years, — except tlie simple life and joy of them — that I talked 
about an idyl and said, " Who knows ? " as I find I did a few 
pages ago. 

Who knows — what Mrs. Regis wrote to General Rushleigb, 
for instance, and what wUl come of it ? For she had a letter 
from Eagatz, — I suppose she expected it, — and she sent an 
answer. 

You can " put yourself in her place," — and guess, doubtless, 
*s well as I can. Maybu, better. For you have John, and I 
tijve never liad — yes— -the telegraph linos run through some 
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fitde " uncalled" heart-battevy in my woman nature, and I com 
tount the clicks. 

Something like this perhaps, — "We find it charming at 
Lugano. An old monastery, — a waterside d^pendance, — a 
modern palace ; these make our hotel-world, and an excellently 
delightful one. We are resting upon our Alpine esperienee, — 
taking it in and living it over. Miss Strong and her friend are 
eery tired, and we shall all remain hero seyeral weeks. I hope 
your way down into Italy will lie our way. You can find noth- 
ing more exquisite." — And then, at the very last, run across 
one corner, perhaps, one line; — " Do you know I half fancy 
you had some little mistake in your mind when I talked last 
with you ? " 

Yes ; I think she would leave it aometiiing like that Nothing 
for her, necessarily, to take up again, if he did not ask ; but 
something, if her guess, her hope, — yes, and mine equally, 
— were true, might bring him swiftly and certainly to her side 
again. 

We have got our trunks from Geneva. It is nice to see 
the girls in their pretty' summer muslins, after the weeks of 
whisk brooms and traveling dresses. And even I, with my best 
black silk and fresh white ruffles and modest lace coiiTure and a 
little lavender bow at my throat, because it was the color moth- 
erdie loved, — feel a much daintier self again. Emery Ann 
still wears the brown satin braid and the " half-piece." But she 
got a new one in Paris, and somehow they have come to be a 
part of her, though underneath I think something is shining 
toward a more beautiful revelation, one of these days, that she 
will, one way or another, be persuaded to. The braid is sturdy 
honesty ; " not that she could cheat anybody with ro[es of hair," 
she says ; "but that it owns right out she knows she has no 
business to have ropes of hair." The half-piece is thin and 
possible ; what she might have a right to ; " sober and decent," 
twisted up plainly behind. " You know I have n't a particle of 
Knack with caps," she says, " and I could n't fuss with 'em. 
That would be vanity and vexation of spirit." But she wears a 
"black lace barbe when I put it on for her. 

Mrs. liegis, iu hor white morning dresses, and her black vel 
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vet polonwse for the cool evenings, — is-:- just exactly Mrs. 
Eegia, — royal -beautiful. She is very much looked at ; no young 
girl at the dinner table, or in the drawiug-room is followed with 
half so many eyes. 

Margaret and Edith sing together with Signer ; we all 

have Fi'ench conversations, three times a week, in my i-oom, 
with a nice, funny little elderly Mademoiselle. She "racontes " 
ua something, — and she tells a story to admiration, — and then 
■we try how much of it we can " raconter " back. In the midst 
of it usually arrives the old woman with hot chestnuts, that are 
boiled for ua every day ; great things, tlie size of horse-chestnuts 
vrith us, and plump to the shining skins with rich, sweet nut- 
meal, .These are what the poor peasants live on. — and we 
should think they might. We always have a Swiss fruit basket, 
a straw satchel with two handles, hauging in our coolest window, 
full of white grapes. 

We go down, early in the morning, especially on the Tues- 
day market-day, — into the ai-caded streets, to lay in our sup- 
plies. Such heaps of white and purple grapes, and white and 
purple figs, and yellow lemons lying among their stems'and 
leaves, and pomegranates, and apricots, and plums, and such 
fabulous cheapness ; we think seventy centimes a pound for 
such grapes as we never saw in our dreams before, quite an 
imposition ; we know that ninety is iosufferabie ; and we choose 
ouc our bunches. 

Coming back we are apt to stray into tlio cool, dingy old 
chui-ch, where thoro are almost always a few peasants kneeling, 
and an artist or two with easels, near the door, making copiea 
of the queer old fresco above the altai' by Luini ; I say queer, 
honestly, for it was the first impression to our untrained eyes, 
thougli it is said to have been one of Ms finest works. It is the 
Cmdflxion. 

The meanings and the beauty dawn upon you, as you look, 
from the old dimming colors. It came to be more to me at 
ast, than many a greater painting afterwai^d that I had no 
chance to see day after day, and live into. 

There are seven distinct subjects — or scenes — biendcd into 
one picture by ditferent groupings. Foremost and central, the 
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Bcene on Calvary. The Roman centurions, on splendiJ horsea, 
BoliJiers bearing spears and baunei's, Jewish dignitaries, cruel and 
solemn, watohing their work; common people, who had "heard 
him gladly," — some who may have been healed by him ; there ia 
one figure, thin and mournful, perhaps recently restored, perhaps 
come too late for healing, sitting close by the base of the cross ; 
— disciples worahiping and weeping; the Vii'gin feinting in the 
arms of the otlier Maries ; women of Jerusalem, with little chil- 
dren, turning their faces away with their babies clinging and 
shrinking as if they knew of the weeping that was to be for the 
children ; even animals crouching, howling, down among the 
feet of the crowd. 

Above ail the three crosses ; the tall banners floating in the 
air between ; the cenh'al Figure, white, pure, — meek and sweet 
in every outline ; — the others, more or less contorted, and 
more or less darkened with the life stain that is in them ; the 
impenitent malefactor nearly black, his face hopelessly turned 
away ; the repentant and believing one with his head bowed 
toward Jesus, and a rest stealing over the upper limbs and mus- 
cles, his very flesh whitening under the new pardon and clean- 
sing, while over his Lead kneels an angel, withdrawing the escap- 
ing soul in the figure of a naked, spotless child. Over the left 
hand cross, a horrible devil, with skinny wings and horned head, 
and forked and twisted tail, squirms exultingly, grasping a black, 
writhing, ghastly little shape that ia the new-honi infernal. 

These are the grotesque elements in the representation, as you 
see it first, at mere outside. And I give you, in all, rather the 
inward th th tward ]t f 1 ddtailica t 
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yet He suffers. Highest of all, a lovely face in the vei'y apex, 
white wingH and tenderly drooping arms following the roof out^ 
line, and aoft-robed knees resting upon a cloud, from which a 
cherub head leans over the lettering of Pilate. 

Back of all this, in tie middle distance, are seen, right and 
left, the Bearing of the Cross, and the Burial in Joseph's Tomb, 
Righl and left again of these, in sections of pillared architecture, 
the Crowning and Mocking, and the " Neither do I condemn 
ihee," to the Woman in the Temple. Above these last two, as 
in the distance again, the Agony in the Garden and the 
Ascensicn, 

' Out of the first confusion grows the gradual thought of how 
those old artists knew, or said unconsciously, that all things of 
Life are one, and all are present. That rJready the Lifting-up 
and the Agony,— the t 1 Cr 1 d th p i 

the new Tomb, — the gil d d tl a 1 th 

angels, are over against 1 tej g Ihtth 

coiTciation even, between th Ch t t h th 1 th 

scourge and the mocking ff ed t n — d th hum 1 

under its sin-caused sham dp y t f n hised w Uy by 
the word of Him only that condemneth ; the " Christ that died," 
since the Christ in ns was dead; but is "risen again, and 
maketh intercession for ua ! " That raiscth up Himself in us, 
even at the last day ! 

Oar letters have not come. A smill picket onh (f oil 
dates, was forwarded from Geneva nifh tho luggage There is 
some miscarriage or mistake. The delays on this side ■ire "o 
hard to us who are the exiles, while we know how stiaight all 
our own letters go back to you' Another illastntion of the 
rolling stones. Ton, quiet at Deaiwood, get all that is meant 
for you; we are continually running away fiom and dodgmg 
what should come to us. 

Margaret writes to her sister, I think she lets those othei 
letters wait. Because hers are always replies , in her condi 
tioiial understanding with fJarry Mickenzie it is quite naluial 
that she should wait for him, not ever tikmc; the lead I wish 
we could know wliat are lost, and whit nny uevei ha\e been 
written. 
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CHAPTER IL 

THE CLOISTERS: A PROWL. 



.... Ve had just got through the pleasant, Jong dinner. 

The dining-room is the andeht refectory in the old convent. 
It is a queer oM hall, high vaulted, with windows ahove win- 
:lows. I wonder if it was always so, or if the lower ones have 
been let in. Emery Ann wonders how they ever washed the 
upper ones. The siih are six feet, I should think, above the 
head of a man. There is a gallery in one of the long sides, aud 
there are doors that open into parts of the building apparently 
not in use by the hotel. 

Between the courses I often sit and fency how ifc was hero 
twenty years ago, when the monks in tJieir gowns and cowls 
filed in, and crossed themselves, and said their prayers before 
they ate ; and I get lost in a dream, from which Gaspare, — our 
handsome Gasparo, with the scar across his cheek and lip, that 
he got fighting under Garibaldi, — wakes me, touching my 
shoulder, as he puts two fruit baskets in between Edith and me ; 
and I come suddenly into the scene of the moment ; — the long 
tables, flashing with lights and flowers and wine, the closely- 
seated " Messieurs et mesdames les voyageurs," in handsome, if 
not elaborate, dinner dress, — the grim-looking, but charming- 
to-talk-to, old Eussian count at the head of our board, nodding 
or scowling imperiously at the waiters over the dishes they 
serve him with, — the German Professorin opposite, with cer- 
tainly a " whole piece " tf Emery Ann's is " half," and eating in 
hei spectacles, who aho, at this instant, is sweeping a whole 
bisketful of grapps upon hei plite, and even into her lap, while 
the man wlio holds it struggles with ■jrausement, and we iind 
It hiid not to l(,t om gliULcs meet his — the nice Prussians 
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from Leipsic, mofhei' and three daugliters, all so fair ancl'soiisj 
and merry together ; — and, close by, our own elegant Mrs. 
Eegis, speaking French with an Italian army-officer, — Mar- 
garet, with bits of scarlet and white verhenaiS, and a drop- 
ping ivy spray in hev hair, — and Edith and Stephen Holabird 
laughing together as they pick out their walnuts, and plan some- 
thing eagerly with which they turn to me presently. 

" Miss Patience, — there 'a just oae corner left that we have n't 
gone into. We want to find out how the old fiiars got info 
the church from here, and we have never been able to discover. 
Tou '11 go with us to-night, won't you ? " 

- They jiad got into a way, after dinner, of striking off " on a 
prowl," through the long corridors and by-turns of the building ; 
they had enticed Emery Ann into it, who said she went " be- 
cause it was proper," but really, I 'm sure because she was 
" proper " pleased. She has a turn under her primitiveness and 
sober sense for mystery and wild romance, and is secretly look- 
ing out for the Castle of Udolpho, and wants to stop at Modena 
to see the Orsini pala«e and the old oaken chest Ginevra hid 
in. It is a capital thing for some of the unconfeased nonsense 
in our own natures that we elderly folks have the young onea 

" Do, auntie," says Edith, " we 11 take it all in review, if you 
will ; and yon won't know, in the very least, where you are." 

Which was a state of blessedness to make some effort for. 

The orchestra in the garden was playing lovely airs from 
Strauss as we came to the broad recessed window at the inter- 
section of the mwn passage on our way from the dining-room. 
Wo sat there on the sofas for a few minutes, breathing the fra- 
grant air, and listening. The crowd was passing down the 
staircase, and pouring into the drawing-rooms and out upon the 
walks and terraces. Some men were fixing pieces of flro-worka 
among the shrubbery, to be let off by and hy. 

Mrs. Regis went to her room for a shawl, — that exquisite 
white Shetland thing, so large and light and fleecy, that she 
tlings over head and dress and shoulders, and makes a vision of 
herself in. 

" We will meet you in the drawiiig-rot 
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ycrn in the garden," said Margaret, " You won't mind for a 
little wMle ? Wo are going to explore." 

Mrs. Eegis was sure enough not to be alone, unless she choso. 
She had her own circle here of English and Americans, al- 
ready ; and the RusBian. couiit, and the Italian colonel, and tho 
English clergymaOj who played chess, were always at her ser- 
vice. So she only said, with a little gracious surprise, " Tou, too, 
Miss Patience ? " and left us at the head of the stairs. 

" First," said Stephen Holabird, " we go up. That heightens 
the effect," 

" Natarellement," said Edith, langhing. 

We went up till wo came to the life-size picture upon tho 
stair-way wali, however it happened there, — of the Emperor 
Nicholas on horsehack at a review of troops ; then we tiirnecl to 
the left and walked away down the wide, vaulted passage, past 
the dosely ranged doors of the old cells, remaining here unal- 
tered, — into the gloom of the far unlighted end. A window 
looked out upon the roof and towers of the old church, solemn 
in the faint young moonlight The bell swung and sounded. 
The trees of the park and the woods of the mountain behind it, 
rose dark and still at the left. 

" Have you shaken off the gay dinner-world and got the 
clatter of the dishes out of your eara ? Have you foi'gotten the 
people and the fire-works, and the coffee-tables on the terrace ? 
Do you feel eerie ?" said Stephen. 

One might easily forget and shake off. We wore in utter 
stillness. There was a pause, even, in the fer-off music. 

Edith turned to a dark opening on the right. It was the 
head of a staircase that plunged into perfect blackness. 

" Tou ar^ not going down there ? " I s^d. " Tou cannot see 
your way. And how do you know — how did you know where 
it might take you ? " 

" What fiin woold there be, auntie, if it were all lighted up, 
nnd we know just where it went to ? " 

I saw I must not object to the very mystery I came for. Wo 
felt onr way, stepping cautiously, one after another, down, down, 
ever so far, till I felt lost in the depths between the walls. At 
last wo came to the foot aTid found a turn. Wc groped along a 
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chilJ, stone passage to a place where the dense darkness was 
broken as by an aperture. "We came to an open door-way, and 
passed into a second subterranean passage, — as I fancied, — 
where we could just discern each other's figures. Light stole 
in feebly from somewhere. We followed towards it retracing 
the direction of our descent, turned to the left, and came inio 
(he beginning of a dim arcade. Emery .Ann stopped me. 

" Where do yon presume you are ? " she s^d, with the tone 
of a Grand Master, or something, initiating an under cmfts- 
maa. 

" I am past presuming," I answered. " I humbly ^vish to 
know." 

"The very mood of mind which immediately precedes knowl- 
edge," said Stephen Holabird, and gave me his arm. Ten steps 
more and we were quietly promenading the north cloister. Be- 
fore us was the glass door and the inner hall, through which 
the lights and the moving groups in the garden were visible 
beyond. The moonlight was reflected in the high court-yard be- 
side us, and along the opposite arcade was the usual passing to 
and fro of servants and visitors about the bureau and the en- 
trance halls and staircases. 

We walked across the paved court, and Stephen turned us 
toward the great stmrs. I felt pretty sure by this lime that 
wherever we were going he knew the way already, and that he 
had not gone blundering about those dark places with the two 
girls and Emery Ann, without some previous reconnoitring. 
So I went merrily and confidingly along with him, pleased with 
the play. 

We climbed four flights of the broad stone stairs, and turned 
from the high landing into the sarcophagus passages. Along 
these to the far eastern angle we made onr way, 

" Somewhere in this wall," Stephen said, " must have been 
the church communicatJon ; though I fancy it was more likely 
to be farther toward the chancel. This, you see, is just at the 
front. TItat is a bedroom ; there 's a perfect net-work of little 
rooms here, leading every way, if you could only go through 
them to the opposite doors. But we 'II try this stair-way, and 
tee where it will bring us out." 
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It was a comei flight, winding down and dnwu. Doora 
opened from e'uJi little landing, on the end netreat the church, 
but tLej were all tlosPil A light iron i-ail ran all the way, at 
the edge of the solid gianite step? The Hmpi foi back in the 
galleries we had pissed gave ua just light and juat dimness 
enough to be exciting We knew, of course, that nothing in the 
world would come of our m^ cstigationa , that the mystery and 
the maryel had been all swept out long ago ; that the old relig- 
ious and romantic life had been, not scattered suddenly, but let 
die out in years ; until two old men, of all the ancient brother- 
hood, had gone out from these vast walls to leave them to secu- 
lar uses, and themselves to die elsewhere. But we made our 
own marvel as we went along. We imagined more, perhaps, 
than had ever been there. 

We came down into an enchanting depth and blindness again. 
We seemed to be in a sort of square cellar. Wo moved cau- 
lioasly, straight on, feeling our steps and holding our arms before 
our faces. Pits and pools might be there ; did it never seem so 
in your own room, if you got np or groped about at midnight? 

At last, — and Stephen let us make it as much " at long and 
at last " as we liked, — a dimness was just visible again upon our 
right. It was up a little, above us. We felt and found some 
steps. We went up through a door-way, and down again on the 
other side. Now we were in an outer room or cavern, ap- 
parently ; we could discern walls, and another door-way. Cross- 
ing to this, we came into a square recess, open wholly on one 
side, to which we advanced, and lo ! the paved archway under 
the front, — the court-yard lanterns, — a large voiture landing 
passengers aad luggage at the stair foot, and behind it, just 
driven in, and stopping our own egress, a lighter, single carriage, 
in which sat a traveler, busy with picking up his books and sticks 
and wraps. 

"Wait a minute," I said, soflJy, and drew back. The gentle- 
man looked round. 

The light from the porter's room opposite fell, as I did so, 
upon Margaret's white dress as she stood beside me, and made 
"n her hair gleam bright, 
e SMd, " Miss Margaret ! " And Paul liusbleigh, one 
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arm piled full, sprang from the vehicle, and with his other hand 
grasped hers. 

He did not even look surprised to see ub there. 

It seemed suddenly to me as if he had found just what he had 
expected ; the where never occarred to him. 

We all began to esplain, I don't think he listened to ws 
much. There had surely come a change over his manoer. He 
let himself seem very glad ; gladder than he had ever opeuly 
showed himself before, • 

Of conrse we did not stop there. He had the voiturier to 
attend to, — the porters were coming round him, — Monsieur 
himself, released from the first party, advanced to listen to his 
requirements. All we said was very common words ; we were 
delighted fo meet him ; it was very odd ; we should see him 
again later; we would tell Mrs. Eegis he had come. And then 
we slid round into the arcade again, and passed by the open 
salle h. manger, and went in at the far end of the full drawing- 
Edith told Mrs. Eegis. " Just think," she announced, as we 
came up to her among a group of people, outside upon the ter- 
race, where they were watching the inflating of a fire-halloon, — 
" General Eushleigh has just come. We explored right upon 
him in the porte-cochfere. And we have been losing ourselvet 
delightfully ! " 

"In very safe company," said Mrs. Regis, smiling; "I im- 
agine Miss Strong and Mr. Hoiabird were not exactly lost. I 
think, Mrs. Ashknowe," she continued, speaking to the English 
lody beside her, " I must decide after all, if yoii wil! excuse me, 
to give up the boating for this evening. General Eushleigh is a 
pai'ticular friend whom we were expecting," 

She received it very quietly. She was coolly heedful of our 
American propriety in those English eyes. And she had ex- 
pected him, as I supposed. But there was a fresh lighting in 
her face, a quickened glow in her superb beauty. Her lips took 
the curve which has a live joy in its repose. 

Margaret stood a little aside, and watched the fire-works, 
silently. A splendid rocket shot into the air, arched itself over 
our heads, and bioke in green aud golden stars. In the blaze 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



THE CLOISTEBS : A PEOWL. 17 

of it I saw lier clear, upliftciJ look that followed it. And there 
were stars in her eyes also. 

But Genera] Rushleigh had been very long in coming. This 
was our third week at Lugano. 

He told us he had left Eagatz upon the thirtieth. lie had 
-come down to Como, and had. been staying at Oadenabbia, 

He must have received Mrs. Eegis's letter before he left 
Ragatz. 
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GRAVEN IMAGES. 



.... EvERrTHiNG was certainly very different from what it 
had been a moitth before. Genei'al Rushleigh was allowiiig liim> 
Bclf a frank pleasure with Margaret ; as frank as hers with him. 
It was eaaiev perhaps here, among all these people. It was more 
as it had been on shipboard, where all were thrown together in 
sach freedom of iatercourse, that there was no particularity with 
any. It was not an alternative, as it had been in those Alpino 
journeys, between one t&te-a-tUe or another. General Euahloigh 
was not less with Mrs, Regis ; only more with all the rest of us. 
When he turned from her, ho did not leave her alone. We 
were in the midst of society. The charming society of a quiet, 
unceremonious place, where people came to be at ease, and felt 
the sort of fellowship that grows out of the relaxation of rule 
and formality. 

I think it was only I — and Margaret herself — who detected 
the difiei-ence ; a difference as of some curb-rein let go with 
which he had been continuaily checking himself. He fell into 
pleasant drifts of talk with her now, and resigned himself to 
their flow, as he would with anybody ; not catching himself up at 
every little, special access of interest, or approach of personal- 
ity, and changing or dropping the subject. He did not keep 
aloof from her side, and carefully join himself to some other, 
when we all walked together. He did nothing, as yet, which 
was really the reverse he did i ot make her his evident object, 
— it seems to me that this is always a high and delicate test of 
gentlemanhood, — aud yet, (o me who f It an underpulse in all 
these things, the t, wis t. [la perc \\, on, that as it had been 
she from whom 1 ), we t xviv, it wi-, to her now that he was 
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Could it have been Mrs, Regis's letter ? Had lie understood 
more, or differently, from it than she meant? Or had she 
meant that he might understand either way ? Had she put it to 
thoroughly brave and honest proof? Yet Mrs. Regis hei'sdf 
neomed so very coctenL I thought she had a surer look than 
ever, in those few first days. 

There will be some things, here and henceforth, in my story, 
Rose, — for I admit now that I do flud myself dropping into a 
Btory in the light of a friend, though I by no means set out to do 
so, ^ — ^ which will get in where I think they belong, though I 
may have come to the knowledge and uaderstanding of them 
afterwards. There may even be hits of pure insight — of links 
I could not give as literal fact — but which in that which sup- 
plements facts and feels how they must have joined, is just as 
real with us all as the things we are direct eye or ear witnesses 
of. For witness is larger than eye or ear can make it; and wo 
wit well of many things that we would never prove. 

For example, that very first morning after breakfast, when 
General Enshleigh and Mrs. Eegis paced up and down the gar- 
den path together, from the terrace where we wore sitting over 
to the gate at the foot of the cliff walk ; I know they talked of 
his coming, and touched vaguely, doubdess, upon the immediate 
why. I knew he thanked her for writing as she had done, and 
he said something, — for I heard that as they came back once 
to the end of the flags where my chair was, — of waiting at 
Eagatz and afterwards at Cadenabbia for letters from home, 
which ho was expecting, and had telegraphed for to the Lucerne 
bankers. This explained something of the why not, at which I 
had wondered. 

I am sure she could not volunteer any fuller explanaUon of 
her own written words. Unless he asked, how could she say 
anything more about that mistake? And yet it was in both 
their minds. 

Some day he would ask ; was it not what he had come baek 
tor ? He would begin again, — - " If I could have felt that I had 
a right, — if I could have replaced what you would lose ; " and 
'hen, on some such word as this, might not hers be, — " But 
this is what you have misunderstood; I should not lose, — I 
eould not lose by anything you would tell me " .•' 
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It was this that wmted between tbem, — waited only tor a 
little while, — in Mrs. Eegis's apprehension ; as she walked back 
and forth with him under the magnolia-trees, tliat were coming 
into their iate, white splendor. For at Lugano there are two 

Whatever she might have resolved to fece as possible when 
she Bent tliat letter, whatever she felt she risked io her own dis- 
abusal by taking a course that should " make all plain," and dis- 
abuse certainly either herself or me, —even though she had, out 
of honest courage or just for " thorough comfortableness," 
shaped her expressions that they might bear either way, — hia 
presence or his manner had replaced her in her first confident 
belief J that which she thought he had given her a right to be- 
lieve, when he stood with her npon the top of Ehigi. He was 
thanking her for letting him come hack; for understanding, — 
trusting him ; and she was putting in most reticent, womanly 
phrases, her entire reliance, her faith in his friendship, whatever 
might seem or not seem. " But, — or only, — or perhaps, — " 
and her pause there, which he met with no question, would be 
the nearest she would venture toward that which was still unex- 
plained, unless he so d V ed t that he re juired no more 

But — only — perl i[ s In h s m nd any word 1 ke o e of 
these, wonM link itself i oa bly qui e diflerently Perhaps — 
he himself, I think, was ce ta of t — 1 e w s qu te w se to 
wait yet longer. The e was q te a new att tude for h m to 
take. There were othe th ngs for h ra t make s e of ow 
that he had been assu ed bis own I of he tat on 1 1 > on 



So, as I said, Mrs. Eeg s read all one w y ■» d wja ve y e n 
tent. Content to wait his way, and time, and reasons. It 
touched me, — this trust and sweetness iu her. Yet I could 
only wait also, and hope but for the truth : since the truth alone 
ttnd always, b the one best thing for all. 

As for Margaret, she had her friend again, I think she 
would have resented, if any one had so much as looked a 
thought that he was more. She would have angrily contemned 
herself, if she had suspected in the least the happy calm of her 
own feeling, that asked nothing, resting only in the present. 
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Shu looked up to him. He was older, wiser ; ho was just her 
friend. Giris do not always know the deepest thing when it 
first comes. They who are capable of the deepest are not 
watching and sounding for it. I boliove there is a time with 
every such affection, — the heavenliest time, perhaps, — when it 
has absolutely nothing yet to do with passion, when it does not 
even covet jealously to itself, but joys and glories .simply in 
what is. 

I dare say you recollect, as I do in writing these sentences, 
that first little careful, scrupulous act of Margaret, when Gen- 
eral Eushleigh had just become her friencl ; that letter she put 
uppermost ia the pile when we gave him our ship-mail for 
Queensfown. 

Tes ; hut a girl will often be shy and scrupulous of those little 
outside beginnings of intimacy, concerning which she has im- 
bibed her technical, traditional notions of delicate honor, when 
there is yet not the least question with her of anything but very 
general and remote contingencies. If there is anything to make 
known, a sincere woman wiU want it made known then, — be- 
forehand. After that, she is not afraid to make friends ; and I 
insist that a girl who is not poisoned by bad romance, will rest 
tor a long time in a friendship, before she finds out at some nn- 
looked-for crisis, that it has got to be either a great deal more, 
or drift away from her and leave her to a desolation. That 
lives, in this world, must often either make one or part utterly. 

We used to get up early at Beau Si^jour. 

It was so beauti&l to wake when the first light touched the 
4ark top of St. Salvadore, and spread along Gieneroso and 
Caprino, and slid down softly upon the still lake. I got in the 
way of waking for it, even when I slept again. 

The Lord walked abroad in the cool of His day. Did you 
ever remember that there are l>i!o " cools of the day ? " 

Mrs, Ecgis was usually late. Margaret often came up 
thi-ough the chestnut avenue, and met me on tl:e stone esplan- 
ade, where we walked together, before we went down and 
gathered our party at the hotel for breakfast. General Eush- 
leigh, an early riser also, would sometimes join her in these 
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days, when ahe came out through the garden, aod we three 
had many a lovely morning time together. In all , such waya 
as these, but never singling and separating her, he felt more 
and more into companionship with her. I could see that some 
delicate feeling stiJl kept him partly hack, but that gently, 
gradually, and as of a purpose, he made himself more known 
to her, and lot hor make herself more eimply, unrestrainedly, 
manifest to him. 

Then there were rambles throagh the town. Our forenooh 
market^troll often extended beyond the streets, up the long, 
Bteep, paved way, perhaps, to the Cathedra!, and thence araund 
and down again behind the town, till we came into the walled 
lane-way, that ran between our garden and the ravine, and 
brought as to the long terrace steps behind the fountain. Mrs 
Eegis did not walk mach for mere walking. She was a good 
traveler, by rail, or horseback, or carriage ; she held out well in 
shopping or in sightseeing ; but her habit was, otherwise, to 
make few excursions. She was almost always to be found on 
our return, in charming toilet, with unruffled hair, and cool, 
pure complesion, in the garden, or by a drawing-room window, 
occupied with some delicate needle-work or a book, either of 
which was easily laid aside. I noticed that she played fewer 
games of chess with the English clergyman ; at any rate, that 
they were apt to be over before we came. After that. General 
Riishleigh quite devoted himself to her, in the same friendly, 
intimate way they had always had together. 

Then there were the evenings, after we had been listening to 
the orchestra, under the shadows of the ilexes and magnolias ; 
when he would, of a natural courtesy, accompany us out-lodgers 
up the little hill and through the stately, lovely avenue to Beau 
Sejour, where we said our good-nights on the esplanade, with the 
lights shining behind us through the wide, high halls, and the 
fountain gleaming and tinkling in the garden back of all. 

One day we had just fiUed our baskets vrith grapes and apri- 
cots at the old woman's stand at the far end of the street arcade, 
when General Rushleigh and Stephen came across the public 
square beyond, fi-om the Posfrofflce. " No letters yet ? " we 
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asked Stephen, as lie held up empty hands. " No answer from 
Geneva even ? " 

" Perhaps that will come to-morrow. They are looking them 
up, I suppose." 

We had had no letters from Geneva for almost a month. 
Nothing from home of later date than August 15. General 
Eushleigh knew that we had been wondering and expecting, 
but he did not know how long. 

At this moment he turned rather suddenly to Margaret. 

" When did your last letter come ? " he asked. 

" We had a large packet the week after our arrival," answered 
Margaret quietly, " and mamma has had letters by the way of 
England, within a fortnight. But Miss Strong and Edith have 
had nothing for ever 80 long. I am sure there must be some at 
Geneva," 

Now Mra. Regis's letters were from Louisville and San Fran- 
cisco, and one business communication from her bankers in New 
York. 

I understood Margaret's quiet tone, and partial explanation. 
She was always quiet about anything that troubled or perplexed 
her. And she had been troubled, not only because of the de- 
layed letters, but about letters that ought to have beeu written 
before, and to have reached her in that first large packet. Yet 
somehow I had noticed that the trouble did not rest with, and 
weigh upon her, as such things had used to do. When she was 
reminded, she looked sober; a seriousness fell upon her face, — 
a disquiet even, — as if she discussed something solicitously 
with herself; but she did not settle into her old moods. Neither 
did she reach impulsively to an extreme. There was a thought- 
ful WMting, mingled with a real present peace, which nothing 
seemed to stir quite from its foundation. 

General Rushleigh's face cleared of some sudden slight anxi- 
ety that had seemed to cross it. He looked as if a doubt wei-e 
answered. And then, — I thought because he saw the shadow 
upon Margaret's, and it occurred to me that he appeared to 
comprehend it in some way, at which I wondered a little, — he 
said, putting his own letters into his pocket, — " Would you not 
like to walk as far as Vilia Ciani this morning ? Oi' ; if you 
like, we might row across. There is a lovely air upon the Lakp." 
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"We chose the walk because we had thought of making a boat- 
party in the evening. The moon was rising late now, and we 
should see it come up over Monte Bre. We would go after the 
music, as late as ten o'clock, perhaps. The uight atillnesa was 
so beautiful upon the water. 

We had never been to the Villa Ciani. It was quite a mile 
around the upper end of the town, and along the bend of the 
lake. We left our baskets with the old grape-woman, and set 
off, — Edith and Emery Ann, Stepheu and I, Margaret and 
General Rushleigh. 

Margaret wore a little white straw hat which became her 
charmingly. She had twisted a stem of ivy round it, and tucked 
1 pink rose in at the side. It« only permanent trimming was a 
narrow band of black velvet and a black lace edge inside the 
rim ; but she and Edith improvised fresh adornments from the 
glen or garden every day. 

The peasant people looked after these two young girla, al- 
ways { and said pretty things about them in Italian. The 
woman who kept the gate at the Villa, and let us in, whispered 
something to her daughter, with her eyes fast upon Margaret's 
fece ; and then, as she and General Rushleigh moved on to- 
getlier, I caught in the soft Tuscan aibiUation, the sound of 
" bellissimi sposi ! " 

I thought General Rushleighi caught it also, though Margaret 
did not ; for 1 saw a quick look flash down from his eyes upon 
her quietly unconscious fiice beside him, and then a smile light 
in them just a little, which he did not allow to reach his lips. 

Tlie young Italian girl guided ns into the grounds. We 
walked a long way through sweet, shady avenues of old trees, 
between which we saw the green expanses of the park and the 
young deer feeding. We crossed low glades, where the thick 
turf was full of wild blossoms ; we came out upon a stiil little 
beach, to the clear shining of the Lake bay, where tiny waves 
purled up with a lisp as if they had learned a baby-talk from 
'he old roars of Ocean. 

General Rushleigh and Margaret stood (here, by the water. 
The though tfuln ess was still in the sweet lines of Margaret's 
face. She had been quiet, all through the walk, since the meet- 
ing in the frait-maiket. 
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" You are grave," General Rnshleigh said to her. " Yon 
are troubled afeout your letters. I am sorry." 

" I am grave at myself, I think," said Margaret. " I am more 
troubled — at not troubling — very mach. But you can't 
know quite wliat I mean. If you did know, I would tell you. 
I mean — I like to speak truly, — and seem true." 

" Perhaps I know," said Paul Rushleigh, " some things yoa 
have not told me. I knew that at any rate, before you said it." 

There was a ring in his tone, low and gentle as it was, as if 
it sounded out of some gladness her words had given him. 

" You know what ? " asked Margaret. 

"Your truth," he said. 

But the shadow dropped deeper over her face. Her mouth 
look a little downward curve of pain. 

" I am afraid — oh, what is truth ? " 

Pilate's question came strangely from those pure girl lips. 
But it was such a different asking. 

" It is not always telling all," said Paul Rushleigh. 

" No," Margaret answered, " the truer you try to be, the more 
perhaps yon do not know what you might tell. I do not think 
I ought to stand talking here." 

She ended it enddeuly, with that. It was the one certain 
thing at the moment. I do not believe she knew or qaestioned 
why. She did what was whispered to her, below all self-ques- 
tioning. And that was wherein the child was strong. 

Paul Rushleigh moved instantly away with her. He made 
some inijuiry of the little guide, with whom Stephen Holabird 
was talking. 

" She must take us round to see the statues," Stephen said. 
'' That is the most curious thing of alL I wonder what Miss 
Strong will say to it. Are you very tired?" he asked, turning 
to me. And when I assured him not, he said, "Are you, Misa 
Emery Ann ? " How droll that sounded ! Droller than " Miss 
Tudor," even. Miss Emery Ann walked on with him. They 
were growing intimate in these days. She made him think of 
« Aunt Trixie," he said, only Aunt Trixie was older. 

The statues were four figures, seated in an alcove. Four 
marble likenesses : father, mother, two sons. In front of thcra, 
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nnder the sliacie, was a gardeii-table. The whole was in a deep 
lovely garden recess, shut in with pleasant gloom of trees, 
whence rich scents of flowers, wandering from their beds be- 
yond, crept, and lingered in the still Mr. Beneath tl.e trees that 
faced the arbor, droopiug their boughs to meet it over the oar- 
pet-sward, were rustic benches and chairs. One could see, in 
an instant, what the place was ; a home haunt, — home-hamited. 
A nook where all had used to come and sit together ; where the 
living came now, and the stone shapes sat in the places of the 
dead. They were memorial sculptures, put here, where the 
presences had been, instead of away among the tombs. 

There was something in that which at first seemed beautiful 

And then, as I looked and thoiigbt, it grew stiff, hard, unreal. 
And the more I looked, the naoro I folt as if the dead forms 
ought to be buried away. Stephen asked me what I thought, 
and I did not answer. Emeiy Ann said sternly, — " Graven 
images ! " 

" You say graven images to so many things, Emery Ann," 
said Edith, " and they are sometimes so different." 

"Yes, graven images iun't always stone," Emery Ann an- 
swered, " except — it 's a kind of stony way of holding on to 
things, or having 'em second hand, or makin' a cold sham of 
what ought to be live fresh. That 's graven images. And it 's 
in everythimg, mostly, as the world goes." 

" I wanted to know what you Would all say to it," said 
Stephen, " I 'vo been here before, and I could n't make it out. 
I liked it, — and 1 did n't like it. I thought at first the making 
it real, was good ; and then the very realness seemed to take 
away all it tried for. Miss Emery Ann has put it ; it is a thing 
that ought to be live fi-esh." 

" That is the heart of the Commandment," said General 
Rushleigh. 

"Graven, — cut in hard form and substance. Tliat is not 
what we ought to try to make our worship, or our faith, or our 
life. I never saw it before," said I, " but it is there." 

'■ But life is images, afiei" all," said Margaret, " Everything 
Is in an image. When these people were alive, their bodies 
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were images ; their looks and their motions were signs. You 
can have nothing in. any other way. A thought is a sign ; for it 
must come in a sign shape, or else, as we say, we do not 'get 
hold of it.'" 

" But they are the instmit signs," said General Rnshleigh. 
" Ton cannot stop, or harden them ; think what an ' expression " 
is in a photograph ! A thought put into words even, ia a dead 
thing, except as the words touch back upon the life out of which 
they came, or that which is quick to receive it." 

" And stone is the very hardest, most literal thing ; the 
deadest, the lowest ; so I suppose it stands for all the rest," said 
Stephen. 

"That is just it," said Grenei-al Eushleigh. "It stands for 
that all through the Scriptures. The stones of the Temple 
that should not be left one upon another, because the Lord had 
come to make a living Temple; the stones that He Himself 
would not make bread of, because a man shall live by the gift 
of God; the promise about the giving, — that if a man asks 
bread the Father will not give him a stone ; and the forbidding j 
— 'Ye shall not make to yowrsiifoes graven images ;' — don't they 
all mean one thing, — that life is not dead, but living? Fluent 
in beautiful change j coming down and out, always ; fed to us, 
not held and stored away; pulsed into ns, not set outside of us 
to grasp and define. The moment you look at any reality, it is 
gone from you. You cannot look at, and analyze, your human 
affection, or your heavenly hope. The wind bloweth where it 
lisfeth. Miss Emery Ann, you have preached us all a scr- 

" You know better," said Emery Ann, concisely. 
But how nicely he took up that calling of her. I think they 
will all come to it; I like it, — " Miss Emery Ann." It seems 
W put her more among us ; more in the gracious middle, instead 
of at the bare ends of ceremony or uncoremony. 

I said to General Rushleigh as we walked away, — " Yoa 
have given me fresh comfort this morning. I have a new sight 
now, of how we ought to believe more in life because the hody 
of it dies away. It is because our friends are real, that they 
sannot stay in the flesh. God does not make graven images oi 
his souls that Ho gives to each other." 
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" He did not make a graven, image — aa undying body — for 
Ilia owa coming in tlie flesh. He went away — that He might 
come again — always." 

" The grass withereth, the flower fadelh ; but the Woi'd of 
Dur God endureth forever." 

I only said it to myself. It came new and living to me. 

The form of our life, motherdie ! T'liat faded ; and the flower 
fell; but the love, — the secret of it, — the thing that showed 
because it was, — that we remember togeilier because it in, — 
that is in the inner heaven, that never passes away. 

We went out on the Lake, that night, after the music, just 
before the moon rise. 

What a hush it was, of sat and water ! They seemed very 
stillness in themselves. Not a ripple upon the clear dep'.h — 
the dark purenesa ; not a stir in the delicious fullness a! the 
atmosphere (liat rested above, in which the life of vineyards and 
olive-yards and cypress-covered hillsides touched subtilely the 
charmed sense 1 Only our oars made soft-parting lines in the 
flood that closed calm after them ; only our own motion, — as 
we slipped beneath the fi-escoed water-walls of villa-gardens, — 
along under arcaded terraces, hung beautiful with vines, — into 
the black shadows of Monte Ere, and the mysterious opening 
channel of the long lake-reach, — only our own motion made 
change in all the tranquil, starlit picture. 

St. Salvadore changed slowly, without motion, as we moved ; 
his great shape unfolded behind us, from tlie vast dark cone we 
always saw it from the shore, and showed his sonthward-sti'etch- 
ing battlements ; it was so dim and dreamy that I cannot tell 
you whether wo crossed eastward, and followed new bends 
along the Capvino shore, or kept on north, beneath Casiagnola. 
We had the shore at our left part way, and part way we floated 
over a wide, open water ; — the turns and winds and little bays 
are an exquisite bewilderment, and the midnight gloom and 
beauty were all I Jcnew. Not midnight by the clock ; but bv the 
dusk and stillness, that could be no deeper sweet at any hour. 

Nobo<ly feels like talking much at such an hour, nnder such 
inflnences ; after we were settled, we grew very quiet. Mrs. 
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Regis and I sat in tlie stem of the boat ; Margaret was at my 
left, and General Eushleigii opposite her, at Mrs. Regis's right. 

Away out, or across, ■ — whon we lay driftiiig where a water 
wsle and winding bay, near us, strange in the night mystery, 
seemed to be dimly before us, and the steep shores lifted their 
barriers to inclose us all around, and when over our right, if we 
turned our faces, the soleoin mass of Salvadore stood black among 
the broken clouds and gleaming stars, with its wide base losing 
itself in black waters, — tbe boatmen, with their oars drawn in 
across their knees, rested, and sang an Italian hymn. 

All at once, some tender dawn treiabJed into a half-light in 
the east. The tops of the hills and the rims of Che cloud-drifts 
took a faint edge of silver. The darkness widened out from us ; 
the water-gloom softened from its blackness. There was a glint 
upon the rocky crest and bosom of St. Salvador, around which 
the deep forests wrapped themselves below. The mountain 
shapes in the Jake answered to the forms above, separating them- 
selves from th 11 d k 

And thm t Iddglint ward the 

morning, 1 1 p t I p 

The row t 1 h I t I h 1 d 1 m w d 

Then EdldM tb t _1A1 in 

which Ed th p bell 1 k p d M t h oft 

contralto b if 1 t g 1 Th b tm lifted tl Mr 

oara out of h w t d h Id tl m 1 11 th w 1 ks, to 

listen. 

After that Margaret's voice, alone, rose, gently at first, and 
then full and glorious, in the Prayer from " Der Freischiitz." 
She sang the Grerman words. The soft " adoring and implor- 
ing " breathed itself through the opening strains, and gradu- 
ally lifted and swelled to the fervent beseeching of the last 
notes; till the last line, with its clear, highest reach, and its 
sweetly-dropping cadence, seemed to touch and bring down 
with it its own spirit-answer. " Sonde deine Engel-Schaaren ! " 
It was like the descending footsteps upon the angel-ladder. 

We were coming swiftly into our own little bay. The town 
lay sleeping in the moonlight, and Salvadore towered up silent 
beside it No one spoke to say, " It is almost over," or, " How 
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beautiful it has been ! " Tlie music and the mjonlight and the 
tender shadows were stealing far away within ns, a beauty and 
a 111601017 *" ^^ kept ; we withdrew with tlieni into our deeper 

But, once, there came an echo, gentle, yet strong, as if it fin- 
ished, involuntarily, an inward repetition. It was General 
Rualileigh's voice, that sung the last lines of the Angelas : — 

" From ont the yeara, — 
From out the years j 
With thee are waking from out the yearal " 

" I am going up with Edith to-night, mamma, may I ? " said 
Margaret looking back, from between Edith and Stephen, to 
her mother, leaning on General Kuslileigh's arm. We were at 
the street gate of the hotel-garden. Ouv way to Beau S<5jour 
lay on around the curve of the outer wall. NaturaUy Mrs. 
Regis would enter here, and naturally General Rushleigh would 
continue with her. Stephen was quite escort enough for ns. 

I left them tete-a-tete ; and the good-night would be all their 
own. It was a little awkward, perhaps, entering at that hour 
without the rest of the party. It was with an instinct of it, I 
thought, that Mrs. Regis turned to call some little word back to 
us from half way, and get our answer. The boatmen, however, 
were hotel porters also, and pa^ed in at the same moment, 
under the porte-cochere. It was all quite well, and I am sure 
Mrs. Eegia was not annoyed. 

Margaret often came up and shared Edith's room. They en- 
joyed so much their early morning rising, and the garden or 
terrace walk together. Besides, Margaret seldom foiled to want 
some little particular word with me; and I was pleased to 
tliink it was at least partly what she came for. 

I was in my wrapper, just ready for bed, except the little 
vrindow-lingering, that even to-night, after all, I could not 
resist; when Margaret, in the soft blue dressing-gown she keeps 
ap here for these improvised visits, half turned the latch between 
iie i-ooms. 

" May I come in. Miss Patience ? " she said. 

" Come ; I guess I was partly waiting for you," I answered. 

She came and knelt beside me, upon a hassock, as I sat there ; 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



GRAVES IMAGES. 31 

leaDiug one arm on the sill of the open window, and layhig the 
other liand upon my lap. 

It Is the flrat time I have brought you to ray window. Rose, 
that I told you in the beginning you would come and look out 
at with me. Loot now and see this ; — 

The Lakp Chalice among the encircling hills trembled full of 
bi-olcen beantj. A Sui confusion of moonlight and shadow, — 
of mountain reflections, — of white cloud-images, — all tossed 
down into the perfect stillness that showed by no faintest sweep 
or quiver the Une between the ppper and under worli' Peaks 
below ; peaks above ; soft vapor-masses and intei.se pui-ple 
deptlis overhead and underneatli ; shafts of pale light streaming 
down, and down ; or up and up ; the earth and the heavens 
all afloat together. I hardly think you will believe me ; but it 
was simply impossible to divide and realize them. 

We ourselves looked forth into its midst, — for we could 
hai-dly say whether we looked most up or down, — from over 
the tops of densely -foliaged trees. 

" Miss PaUence ! " 

Margaret spoke softly, hesitatingly, as if to a person sleeping. 

" Are we both in a dream together ? It almost made me for- 
get what I came to say." 

" I think the world is in a dream." 

" And that makes me remember again. The graven images. 
Yott see nothicg in the world is a graven imago, ^ — hard, fin- 
ished. Not even the mountains. The very peaks of ice are 
flowing down to the sea. And the rocks crumble and wear down 
into the lielda and valleys. And they are made soft and chang- 
ing, even while they stand, with clouds and shadows and colors. 
The world is what he said, — " fluent." And we try to make 
for ourselves graven images ; instead of just taking the beauty 
as it is horn to us." 

I listened to the child in wonder. She spoke so simply, 
straight on, just as the thought that had lain in her mind na- 
folded itself. She did not stop to think that her thought was 
laigh ; that poetry was speaking in her. 

" Miss Patience, I feel as if I had been making a graven im- 
age of my life. - - And now there it is, hardened into its shape ; 
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and I don't, know whether it ia a true shape ; or whether a tnia 
ehape can ever come of it." 

" The children of Israel made for themselves a foolish image 
in Horeb ; in the early beginning of their journey. And tliey 
made it out of their gold, — tlieir very precious tilings; and it 
was but a foolish image after all. 

" And GrOii was angry." 

" Moaea was angry ; and heard God as if He was angry. That 
is all I feel sure of. Mosea was angry with hia brethren, for 
their ignorance and impatience, and in his impatience he broke 
hoth whole tables of the law he had just received. God had pa- 
tience with tbem after all. He gave them his own sign of Him- 
self, all tho way. He came down to them in the glory upon the 
tabernacle ; between the cherubim over his own ark that they 
builded after his word, when they had given up their idols. He 
led them on and He promised them — right after their great 
mistake and ain — the land flowing with milk and honey." 

" After forty years," said Margaret. 

"Forty years of his own close companying," I answered. 
" Forty years of kind undoing for them." 

" If I knew which my graven image was ! " she began once 
more, leaving Israel and the forty years. " If I knew what I 
had made, — or what was, B,nd I ought to be true to I Some- 
timea it seems as if the idol was just my own hasty, uncertain 
will ; and as if I ought to go atraight on — with what ia — in 
spite of it; and sometimes as if I had been in a silly hurry long 
ago, to shape everything for myself, and had hardened up some- 
thing that -— I could n't hi be my life ! " 

" It will be shown you." That was all I could say. 

" I have tried to take the ' certain true stops,' — and to wait 
for them. And I partly see — once in a while — how the very 
best might be coming out of what I have heen doubtfii! of; and 
chen again, it is as if everything stood stil!, and there were no 
steps ; only I was drifting — to some plunge that would come 
before I could see my way. I wcmt to be true, Miss Patience ! 
I want to belong among the true people ! " They were the words 
ihe had said to me once before. 

She put her other hand with the one upon my lap, and leaned 
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3owi! her cheek upon them. Tliere was no excitement, — no 
paseioQ in her voice. It was ]ow, earnest ; it told of strong 
Boarching, impelled by tlie stining of strong deepa in her ; a tide 
moved in her that swelled forth and up after some unseen draw- 
ing. The whole tingdom of heaven was beyond the attraction 
of one life that had come near to hers fi'om towai-d it. 

She was no common girl to he taken possession of by a per- 
sonal fancy. It was righteousness itself that she was coming to 
be in love with. 

And I told her so. 

" It is God's right, I said, that you want. And it is that He 
is coming to. And no graven image can staaid in his way, un- 
less we persist to hold it in his way. The minute we give life 
up into his hands, no matter how we have hardened it, it turns 
plastic again, — to Him. What we cannot do in that we are 
weak through the mere flesh, God, giving his Son, his own divine 
Humanity, that is both fellowship and power, — his vnsk to our 
wish, — his might that can for our might that cannot, — con- 
demns — destroys — the wrong in the flesh ; the sin, the mis- 
take in our life that we have made. It cannot do anything 
more against us. It cannot le any more." 

I said all that, because I could not help it ; because these are 
thoughts that have grown very strong and real ia me, and are 
the only hope to me for all the wrong and trouble I know, in 
myself, and in the world ; and because here was a child in want 
of it. 

" But yet, there may be the forty years," she answered. 
" We have got that to bear ; we must have the doubt and the 
wandering ; though He may know"all the time." 

" No, not since the Son of Man was lifted up. He can hold 
us np above it all, and let us see. And so — it can be taken 
away the sooner. The minute we see, it is taken away." 

" The worst of it. But the ihings remain, as we made them, 
long ago." 

" They do not remain," I said, earnestly. " They begjn at 
once to change to his own will for us. He takes thom all upon 
Himself, and subdues them to his own truth. He delivers us 
from the evil, because his is the kingdom and the power, for 
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ever and ever. Wiiat are those two evers, tut the two that 
reach back and forward ? " 

She stayed still, her face upon my lap, for five minutes, I 
think. 

Then she lifted her head, and said again, — 

"Miss Patience!" She began each distinct asking, of the 
different askings she had eoine to me with in her heart, with 
that calling upon my name, " Miss Patience, what vpaa it Miss 
Enphrasia told you about Mrs. Armstrong when she was a girl ? 
When she was — engaged, ■ — wasn't she, to General Rush- 
leigh?" 

" My darling," 1 said, " it is too late for mo to begin to tell 
you that to-night. Do you know that it is nearly one o'clock? 
You should say your " Now I lay me," and leave all this now — 
where thiUj^s can Tlwaya be left while He givetli hia beloved 

She answertJ me is submissivel? ai a little child. I think 
those words soothed her ■^nd made I er feel as if she could. 
They hue soothed me often 

" Well I will And you will tell me to monow ? " 
" Yes I wjU tell you to morrow 

She was atanlii g now leady to go E it '*! e paused an in- 
stant, before ihe kissed ue mis iid — 

" Miss Patience, I tlimk I like those old words better than 
almost any other prayer, I remember saying them to my 
mother." 

" ' Now I lay me ? ' " Yes, thoy are dear old words. I will 
tell you my grown-up Now I lay me, if you like. There is a 
night and a morning to it ; — ^ 

" Now I lay me down to sleep 
I pray tlie Lurd my soul to keop : 
And when in death I sleep — to wake, 
I pray the Lord my soul to take. 

" Now that I wake I pray the Lord 

This day Ut keep me by his woid: 

In all my life HimselF t« lire. 

And daily bread my soul to give." 

She just kissed me, and went straight away. 
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.... I LA f awake a long time after I had sent lior awaj. 
I had pnt her off, — as a teacher has to pat off a scholar some- 
times who comes with a hard question that l\e himself must 
Etudy into hia books for. As a physician goes away to call 
again before night or in the morning, and shuts himself up to 
search out all he can for the difficult symptoms. I wanted time 
to think it over. 

She was coming very close to the thing I was always think- 
ing of for her, and dared not hastily to touch. Her whole fete 
seemed to hang poised, aa a great boulder hangs, which no 
humaD power can lifi or manage, but which a child, with the 
laying on of a finger, could swing from its ticklish haiance, and 
urge, with all its own fearful might of gravity, to some destruc- 
tion, perhaps. 

It may seem strange to you, that, persuaded as I was of the 
present unfitness of her half relations and ties, — of the perfect 
answer to all her needs and questions that might be wMting for 
,ler, — T did not say right out, plainly, — 

" Write to Harry Mackenzie and free yourself from this un- 
spoken pledge. Tell him it can never be ; that you have out- 
grown it ; that it is not Hold yourself free from the moment 
you have done so." 

Oh, Rose, I have told yon that I caa always see two ddes, 
Margaret is another who sees double, in this way, also. It was 
why she said, " she could not help being inconsistent." 

I could think of that other life as well as hers. She had 
boon made to be something to it. She had thought she was 
ible to be everything. Only through her own deep certainty 
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her owD cleai, -vue seeing, must the word come thirt should bid 
her declare herself utterly changed from that old intent — tliat 
implied promise. Harry Mackeuzie could not he flung away 
iiito the air, to be nothing luywhere, hecause he was to be noth- 
ing any more to her. His life would go on with this twist in it. 
And his life is just as truly something to the Ixird aa hers'is. 
IIow could I tell what might be growing in him, — what might 
liave been teaching him, — in this very same time ^ 

I could not help remembeiing the half-boyish, h ilf earnest — 
or ready to be earnest — way in which he had written, — "I'm 
glad you find it, if I am only a dog under the table You 
need n't think I despise it. You must tike it in nonsense, 
Madge — I shall never put it in sermons If I do any growing 
it will have to be along with you, as it began," 

There was the making of a man in him too. And it was not 
even as if we could know tJiat there had been no letters written 
since that. We knew that letters had been lost, or left, some- 
where. There had been many that we had been sure were on 
the way. 

I feel so certain of the Diviue showings. And yet — as 
Emery Ann had said — one may " leave straws unput ! " I had 
come into the story. That was for Bometliing, Was it only to 
help hei- wait, — or to prompt her action ? 

Things were getting so tangled. If all had only come 
straight, aa it ought : if she had been writing often, telling her 
own etory, showing her own self, as she had meant to do ! Yet 
this, also, was of the happenings that are ruled outside of us. 

Genera! Rushleigh puzzled me. I had thought, with his 
knowledge, that he would have waited. That no crisis would 
come yet. That they would alt be at home together again, per- 
haps, and all would grow quite clear, one way or another, before 
Margaret would have to ask herself these last questions. That 
life and moaning would be proving themselves, in a sure, gentle 
order, if only each did, from step to step, from word to word, 
the one certain thing. 

And now, in some way I could not understand, Paul Rush- 
leigh was — not hurrying, — no; he carefully kept from that, 
as 'f he felt that there w:w something to which time and test 
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must st;Il be given; — but steadily pursuing an intent, — a 
hope. I thought he was, I thought his measured seif-control 
had given way to a happy freedom. That he permitted himself, 
though lie did not urge Margaret. And before she was ready, 
the need for some decisiveness might come. 

Would things miss by a hair's breadth of circumstance ? 

I could do lothing but trust all circumstance in She Hatidf 
that are round about that. 

What should be my nest word or doing ? 

She had come to me for that story of Paul Eushleigh and 
Paith. And the story had come to me. I could toll her just 
what it was. T need not bo in a hurry to plan more, or to rush 
into more. When you think of a thing you will say or do, iu 
some very important matter, you need not feel that there is 
to be no oihc^ saying or doing ; that you have got to shoulder 
all, and carry it through to its result. Somebody else wiU 
speak; your nest woi-d will come to you witli the next attitude 
of the affeir. You are not to play the whole play ; you have 
only your own cues to laind. 

And with that, and my " Now I lay me," I went to sleep. 

Margaret and I were up early ; earlier than usual, even, after 
our short night. I think, after an excitement, and a brief, deep 
sleep, it is apt to be so. 

Edith was sleepy ; we were quite willing to let her rest, and 
to go down together upon the terrace. Gasparo was in the 
great saloon as we passed out. " Meade moiselles sont toiijoura 
de bonne heure," he said, as he answered our good-morning. 
The gouvernante was in the little side office ; she and Gasparo 
had morning business to and fro ; otherwise we had the great 
terrace and the early morning to ourselves'. 

And so I told her that old story that Miss Euphrasia had 
told me. 

The tears came into her eyes as she hoard how Faith Gartney 
"lad given up Paul Rushlcigh. 

" It was a shame," she said, not condemnatorily, but pitifully. 

" Would n't it have been a greater shame if she had married 
Paul after she had found out she loved another man better ? " 
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" I don't believe — hardly — she ought to have found it out I 
Suppose she had been married already, instead of only prom- 
ised ? The world is full of people. We cannot meet them all 
and then choose I " 

" I suppose we can only act from what does happen. It cauia 
to her and found itselE It did not come afterwards." 

We had paced up and down the flags in our talk. Gasparo 
had gone iu and out, dusting garden seats, arranging chdrs. 
His step was following just behind us, I thought, as we came up 
to the south balustrade, and so I stopped there for a minute, as 
I said those last words. 

" I can't help it," smd Margaret, impetuously ; " I think slie 
was wrong, if she is Mrs. Armstrong. And see what he has 
come to now!" 

" God has led them both," I answered. 

The step had gone away again. Margaret had noticed noth- 
ing. She stopped as I stopped. We turned presently to walk 

Quite at the other end, at the head of the laurel avenue, stood 
Paul Rushleigh, His face was toward us, and he came to meet 
us as we approached. He had some letters in his hand. Gas- 
paro had not been near us. He passed into the house from 
the chestnut avonue with a tray upon his shoulder as we 
crossed the entrance. 

" I did not really expect to see you yet," General Rushleigh 
said, as we joined each other, " I walked «p to send these to 
your room. Miss Patience ; and to leave word for Miss Marga- 
ret that there is ft large packet from Geneva for Mrs. Regis. 
They came late last night." 

Margaret's face had flushed all over when she saw him. I 
felt her arm tremble in mine, I do not think it occurred to 
»er that he had hoard her words. It was not that. It was 
ihe feeling in the words ; the feeling of this man that the re- 
jected Paul Rushleigh had become. And the man himself 
stood so suddenly before her. Differently at that moment than 
be had ever stood before. 

Was she going to find out now ? 

He saw the beautiful color come ; he could not help it. And 
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he saw what she could not bo conscious of, though one may feel 
a color come. He saw the look in her eyes, that had jnst a 
little before been full of tears. And he must have heard those 
words, — "See what he has come to now I" There was a 
shining in his face, too, touched with a soft stir of feeling, though 
he did so quietly just what he had come to do. Did it impel 
him sooner to what he did next, or had he come for that also? 

For the nest thing that I knew, he was saying to Margaret, 
— "I have had letters, too, this morning. May I tel! you some- 
thing?" And he offered her his arm as any gentleman does, 
to lead away a lady. 

He did not mind me at all. He left me with my letters. He 
knew very well when mere politeness is a miserable sham, and 
when people — who are anything — can understand each other. 

There was nothing for me to do but to sit down there on the 
garden bench, and open my packet. And a minute after, when 
I looked up, he had walked along with her through the little 
gate beside the laurels, and up the side path toward the long 
steps that led to the ravine. 

There had been no time for her own thought, or for her es- 
cape, if she had wished it. She must just listen, now, to what 
he had to say. 

" See," I said to myself, " how it is all taken out of your 
hands, just when you did n't know what to do with it." 

And it always is so. 

Tes; notwidistanding that which came after, I felt tbtt atill. 
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CHAPTEB V. 

rUEE INSIGHT : A PAEIINTHESIS. 

[The steps came up ou a high ridge-path under the tall an- 
raent cypresses which are the remarkable feature of the place. 
These black-green spires shoot up, solemn and straight, above 
the surrounding foKage, to a height of a hundred feet. Beneath 
are bosky woods, and beautiful shrubbery, rich with shining 
leafage of evergreen. The footway runs over the crest, and 
then beneath it along the cliff-side, up the glen, through which, 
low down, a lovely, rambling stream, with little breaks and cas- 
cades, iinds its way toward the Lake. Against the crags hang 
the luxuriant ferns and clasping ivies that make eveiy nook and 
rock fece beautifnl in this re^on of green, brimming life, 

Paul Kushleigh and Margaret Regis had often walked here 
before. Everybody walked here ; it was the most charming 
part of the Pleasance. But not everybody in the fresh, quiet, 
early morning. Only the birds and the water had it now, ex- 
cept for themselves. 

After she had let him lead her away, Margaret could not turn 
and run from him. She could not take a fright at what ho 
might be going to say. She had to wait and hear ; and he did 
not speak for some moments after they had gone up the steps, 
and crossed the brow to the ravine. She walked beside him, her 
arm dropped from his ; she withdrew naturally from that briel 
courtesy of invitation and acquiesence, when they had reached 
the stairs. 

It may be that Paul Kushleigh willingly prolonged the few 
lovely moments that were his, let what might come after ; they 
would be among the " living moments " henceforth in his life. 

Mo girl approaches so near the awaiting revelation as this 
without a prescience of it. There was no time for her to think 
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distinctly ; there was a rushing consciousness of something close 
upon her that hegan to make it seem almost equally impossible 
for her to keep on, unheaitatiugly, at hia side, or to turn and 
leave him. Her bi-eath came in half breaths, that she thought 
he would notice; her steps lingered; she stopped, and gathered 
a fern leaf from the rock. Something in her movement said, 
" I must not let you take mo farther." Her eyes began to lift 
themselves toward his iace, as if their pure simplenesa would 
say, " What is it for 'i I must have one word, that I may 



Then he stopped also, feeing her. 

" 1 have had letters this morning, that I cannot answer, unless 
you toll me how." 

" Goneral Rushleigh ! " 

Her voice was timid, troubled ; but her clear eye stiil lifted 
itself to his. 

" I must either go at once ; or I must stay here — because I 
belong to you. I do belong to you, already; whether you will 
have me or no, — Margaret ? " 

Then her look dropped ; a martyr-pain passed over her fece. 

Her hands sought each other, as if they must hold to some- 
thing; the fingers clasped themselves together, with the little 
fern-leaf in tbem ; her head drooped. 

" I ought not to have come up here with you," she said, slowly. 
" I did not know." 

"But now you know, Margaret. I love you. Can you not 
love me back?" 

" Oh ! " she cried, with a faint sharpness in her voice. " I 
had coimted you for my friend ! " 

The same words that she had said before. But so different! 
There were loss and woe in them. The giving of more was the 
taking away of all that she had. 

" Is that all that you can t«ll me, Margaret ? Is the rest " — 
She interrupted him, " I must not let you say it again. The 

rest is impossible." 

She was pale as death, " Will yor forgive me ? Will you 

■et me go ? " 
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" Ate you sure, Margaret?" He held out both his hanils and 
took heia in them. 

" I could not say it, if I were not sure." The simple sylla- 
bles dropped, truth-clear and strong, thougli very low. So had 
those syllables of that other word, " Impossible." 

Aa if 3 tremble ran all through her limbs, her fingers quivered 
out of his grasp. 

" You will leave me? But I think I eliall never let you 
go!" 

She did not answer that. She only turned and walked slowly 
down, into the thick shadow. 

Paul RushleigU picked ap the little broken fern-leaf from the 
path.] 
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CFIAPTER VI. 

BY THE SUN-DIAL. 



.... Nobody came back to me fi-om the glen-walk. I sat 
on the teiTiW^ till Emery Ann came down, and said that Edith 
wafl just dressing, and wished we would not wait for her. She 
would come before we should have finished breakfast. So 
Emery Aan and I walked over to the hot«l garden. By the 
great stone snn-dial, we met Stephen Holabird, and he went up 
on the drawing-room terrace with Emery Ann, asking some ques- 
tion about Miss Edith. I stopped a minute, as I was fond of 
doing, to see what hour the sun pointed by the shadow of the 
large brazen gnomon, and what time it was at other places whose 
names were carven under their own meridians upon the face, 
and where the line would touch that would make it just that hour 
of night instead of morning. 

While I stood there General Eushleigh came out at the gar- 
len entrance of the hotel, and walked straight over to my side. 

He took out his watch. I doubt if he did it for much except 
the apparent and habitual errand that people made there. I 
think his real errand was to me. 

As he put it back without setting it, he said, — " Miss Patience, 
I shall have to set my watch by other meridians soon. I am go- 
ing to Egypt and the East." He knew he might be abrupt with 
me, and I should allow for any blank he left. His face was dif- 
ferent from his face of half an hour ago. 

*' I am obliged to go to the bank and the telegraph office this 
morning. I must beg you to excuse me to Mrs. Regis at break- 
fest ; and perhaps you wiU tell her what I have said to yon. I 
have had a letter from an old army comrade, who wants me, — 
needs me, if I can come. I am to join him at once at Naples. 
Ten days from now, we shal3 be either in Syria, or on the Nile. 
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— Dou't look shocked and sorry, dear Miss Patience ; it is all 
right ; I could not have expected to be more wanted here." 

I could only 8ity two woi'ds : " My friend ! " and he answered 
me in two ; " Thauk you." 

" But I am afraid it is not all right" His words, and the face 
of the man, twice so bitterly pained and denied, — as if life had 
nothing that he, so noble, so grand a man, might reach out his 
hand and take, as common small creatures find so easily ready 
for them every day, -— made me bold. 

" It is a conscience answer, not a heart answer. It is only 
vart right. The last right may come yet." 

I almost wondered if he understood me, or whether, after all, 
he had known just how things had been. He answered me so 
strangely at the moment. 

" No, dear friend, it is not that. I k w tl t 1 Id b 

very exacting, very searching with her if I h w t 1 I 
should have waited longer but for this comi — Sh h 

is sure. She says it is impossible. Ad wllll l^h 
to go." 

Onr few sentences had been exch d I th tw 
minutes, douhtlesB, by that sloWshadiw tl d ] th t w 
could not see had moved. But round th di 1 h t t wl t 

the sun-minut«s stand for, bow swift the hiwhdwl 11 

There was chance only for a few wo d tl th t p 

garden, with the gay people moving all b t C I R h 

leigh lifted his hat to me, and went away 11 k h h 1 m 
to me there for that very reason ; becau 1 w 1 i k to 
me, but not to say many words. Bee y 1 Id 

BO easily have come back to me on the t B StSj 

I stood where he left me, till I sud ] ly m mb d th t 
there was nothing to account for my still ta 1 th 

Why must there always be something t 1 f t 

count for you to outside eyes ? 

^Vhy can't you stop still, anywhere if y h ght t p 

you ? Why must you be always bound t d m th g t 
move on ? Why, with a soul inside of y t y 

laugh, or muse, as the need comes, with t th j \\ 
the pain, or the fun, or the absorption ? You can, if you like. 
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in just one place on earth: in a luoatic asylum. Sane people 
keep their souls in their safety-pockets. I suppose, taking all 
together, it is a more comfortable plan. 

So I went in to breakfast, — that of me which could break- 
fest, or pretend to. That which could not, still stood out there, — 
stayed there, for the most part, aJl the day, I think, — at the 
Bnn-dial ; lingering in what had come to me beside it ; wondering 
and reading a mystery ; how this way, that way, the shadow is 
always falling across some human creature's noon. 

H I had not stayed there, thinking of a sure thing, that had 
the sun behind it, I should have found hard work not to say to 
myself: "Just at the wrong minute; why must it happen so?" 

But the dial kept telling me : " There never is a wrong min- 
ute, but the minute in which we do some known sin." 

But why must it have happened that I should have that story 
to tell just then? To waken all her jealous nobleness; her 
feeling of the shame it was to cast aside a ti-ust, — to snatch 
back a hope, a motion that has been ^ven ; to make her say o£ 
Faith Gai'tney, — "She ought noi to have found it out!" Of 
Paul Eushleigh : " See what he has come to now." It was as 
if I had set her on some pinoacle of her own future, from which 
she could see things as they might prove; as she ought now to 
have faith they would prove ; as she must not by any act, or 
recognized thought of hers, hinder them from proving. 

" We cannot meet all, and then choose." We cannot have 
the best for ourselves and leave the rest to take care of it- 
self Even a mistake — .a wrong — for others' sake, may be 
truer than a goodness for our own. Here and there, making 
friends of the Kingdom, we may find and learn and love the 
best; but we are commanded also to make friends with — yes, 
to serve — in one way — the mammon of unrighteousness. 

Now "Mammon" is something hidden in the earth. 

And the " earth " perhaps is the " unrighteousness." The.e 
IS treasure hidden away in that which is not yet righteous. And 
if it come to us, — - if its help lies in us, — some such meaning na 
Lrhis, though we cannot see it all clear, may be the meaning in 
the parable. Christ sent the woman of Samaria back after evea 
aim who was " not her husband." 
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Out of some high, self-judging mood like this, — hia very 
power over her a power of uncompromising right, — Ilia very 
presence a reminder and an influence to " belong to such peo- 
ple," though she had to turn away that she might belong, — she 
had answered what he had, so suddenly, come and asked of her. 

But why must that letter have come to him just then ? Why 
must he be going away — - so fer ? To Syria, or Egypt, — : nobody 
was to know which first ? Why must that question have come 
just between his letters and hers ; hers in which all the old 
claim would be renewing itself, so that the consciousness of its 
wmting in them was prepossessing her at the very instant when 
he took her arm in his and led her away to put all his purposes 
to her decision ? 

With all my whys, I rested in the belief that the happeningi 
must be right; but I could not quite understand Paul Rush- 

These things passed through my mind and repassed, while I 
sat and oi-dered my break&st with the rest ; while I was telling 
Mrs, Re^s that General Eushleigh had been obliged to g< 
down early into the town ; while she was tolling me that Mar 
garet had had too little sleep, and had gone to her own room 
with a headaehe. I just attended enough to wonder if she had 
really seen her, or if Margaret, as most likely, had spoken half 
a dozen words at the door between their rooms, and then had 
Bhut herself in to be let alone. And immediately — and all the 
while — I went on and over again with those perplexing 

I did not tell Mrs, Eegis all the message, there in the public 
breakfast-room, I waited till we got away, at the lower door, 
near which we sat that morning, and found ourselves apart for a 
moment in the cloister passage to the farther drawing-room. 

There I stopped her. " Mrs, Regis," I said, " I have some- 
thing more, — one minute! General Rushleigh met me; he 
told me, — he asked me to tell you, — that he found himself 
obliged to go away." 

She stopped then ; she had only half stopped at the first 
word, I felt it was a shock to her. 

" He is going " ~ I did hesitate ; it was hard to tel! her how 
utterly he was going away. 
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At that moment Mrs. Eeg^s gave a shock to me. A shock of 
absolute surprise. I have seen many people in what Emery 
Ann, in her homely way, calls " hard spots ; " but I never saw 
a woman stand right up in one, and defy your perception of its 
being one, as Mrs. Eeg^a did then. " Is there anything more, 
in this, Miss Strong, than just the fact that General Eushleigh 
thinks of going away ? You almost speak aa people do when 
they have to breai something to one," 

She put me quite down. It was not my business — then, 
certainly, before he or Margaret had had chance to speak, if they 
would — to "break" anything else to her. I had not thought 
of doing so. 

I only said, very meekly, — for I do feel meek, and I cannot 
help it, when people fling a light full upon something in my 
consciousness that I shrink from (heir consciousness that any- 
body else can be conscious of: — 

" That is all. Only it is such a pity ; and I am so very sorry. 
It was a message." 

"Test thank you. I will be in the way when General 
Rushleigh returns. That was what he meant, no doabt." 

She opened the door as she spoke, and passed into the inner 
drawing-room, which was always quiet of a morning. She took 
a Frendi newspaper from the middle table, and went with it to 
another table in the corner, behind which she often intrenched 
herself when she did not care to put heraelf at the disposal of 
the first chance comer. I went on and stepped out of the long 
open window. 

Edith and Stephen had began a game of croquet. F.mevy 
Ann sat near with her strip of knitting, 

I turned back into the room, — -for I would not go the outside 
way, and by the south staircase, which was quite aa near, be- 
cause that did not feel exactly outside, but a little bit covert, to 
me, — and crossed agiun by the glass door into the cloister, and 
walked along to the great front stair-way and went up. 

As I passed through, I had noticed that Mrs. Regis had put 
the newspaper aside, and was busy with her many letters, which 
she had doubtless brought down to read, hut in the instant of 
hearing my news, and taking her consummate action upon it, 
she had forgotten. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

"JUST GONli.'' 



.... I MET the aommelier in the upper corridor. " Bring 
me, if you please, a glass of milk nad some sticks of pulled 
bread, — crisp,"- — 1 said. " I will wait here, at Numher 85. 
It is for Mademoiselle, who does not find herself very well this 
morning." He knew all our party, and Mrs. Eeg^s fees tliis 
sommelier generously. So I had hoped the crisp sticks would 
not he " fout-^-fait finis." 

I had spoken at the door, so that Margaret should hear my 
voice. When he had gone I knocked softly, and said, " Don't 
let me in, dear, if you would rather not ; but let me give you 
the little tray when it cornea, and please eat and drink some- 
thing." 

I had hardly finished when the key turned in the lock. I was 
standing hetween the douhle doors that these cell bedrooms 
have, and had drawn tlie outer one toward me. The inside leaf 
was gently swung back, and Margaret stood before me, perfectly 
quiet, hut very, very pale. 

She put her hand out and drew me in ; then, but stili quietly, 
she put her arms up round me, and laid her face agsunst my 
neck. She did not say a word, and she did not cry or cling to 
me. She just did that, as if she needed me, and was glad of 
me, and then she stood up again, and turned hack into the room. 
She walked over to the little sofa by the window, where the 
blinds were drawn down, and the soft air stole through. She 
stood there and waited, — her face toward the window, — while 
I remained beside the door. It seemed as if she asserted her 
strong intent in her attitude. I have heard of men who died 
upon their feet. Margaret Regis was giving up a ghost in that 
way. I do not believe she had been sitting or lying down. 
Her h^r and dress were unruffled. She was juat a beautiful. 
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Ciilm figure of resolve and sacrifice. But no sculptor coald 
have put that white, pure pain of her. face into the marble. 

" It has all come in a moment," she said to me, after 1 had 
made hei* sit, and eat and driok a. little, and liad put the cashioi) 
hehind her, and persuaded her at last to rest her head. " And 
J cannot talk about it, — but I have done it. It has put every- 
thing out for a time, but presently the rest will come back. 
But, twice, Miss Patience ! And that the second iime it should 
be me ! " 

One drops like a child into that little objective "me," vrhcn 
the "I" stands over against it and regards it in any sti'ug^e or 

Not a syllable to tell me what it really wa3 to her. Her 
thonght was of him. Ah, but that told me ! I could not help 
one little question of three words. 

" Are you sure — Margaret ? " 

"That was what lie asked me!" The words came like a 
low cry. " Yes, sure," she said, theu, gathering up that strange 
qyiet strength. " It is only one of the might have beens. I 
could just see that, — and that I could not take it and leave 
Harry behind. For I had not even quite found out, you see. 
I was waiting — promised to wait. I feelasif I should be nearer 
knowing now. When I can think. When the rest comes back 
again. I may find out that the other will not be right ; but this 
— MOW — would have been wrong. It would have been as if I 
had been married — and promised myself again — before the 
other died ! It would have been a shame !" 

" And there is his letter. Flora's and his," — she turned her 
face to a scattered pile upon her bureau beside her, of which 
one, in a large envelope much crossed and post-marked, lay 
open upon the top, — " that has been wandering round and 
round after me, all these weeks that I have been wandering — ■ 
into this i — Please put them all away. Miss Patience. I caa 
not read them yet It wouldn't be /aiV to read them yet!" 

She had opened one letter only. It was in the peculiar, 
strong, Regis family-hand ; from Mrs. Vanderhuysen. She 
had tried to read her sister's letter, even in the very stress of 
her trouble. 
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" Won't it be good, Miss Patience, when we get into tlie 
kingdom of heavea ?" 

I kid the lettei-s by in her burean drawer. 

Oh dear me ! "Wlij did I not know hetter ? And why, if 
I liad known better, could there not have been just oi>e hour 
move? But there was neither the hour nor the knowledge. 

Half an hour later Mrs. Regis came into the room, 

'■ General Kushleigh is just gone," she said, calmly. " He 
had to hurry to reach the train at Camerlata. He left good-byes 
for you." 

People have to walk away from death-heds. They have to 
Bay, pei-hapa, to somebody, that sentence, — " He is just gone." 
They do these tilings, and then the years begin in which the 
moment's meaning rolls slowly back upon their hearts. Trouble 
is a glacier, not an avalanche. 

Mrs. Regis came up to Margaret's sola. 

" Have you read your letters ?" she said, kindly. Her voice 
was tender, subdued with some sympathy it had never had in it 
before. That, also, comes away with people who have stood by 
death -beds. 

I said once that Mrs. Regis had never stood by any that was 
dear. I think now she had seen some life go out that her own 
life had watched for ; that some dear hope was dead, and she had 
shut its eyes. General Rushleigh had been with her, and was 
gone. She had questioned him, doubtless, with all the privilege 
of friendship ; she had spoken with the tact and generous frank- 
ness that a woman of her age and grace can use. There were 
a thousand words that she could say, any one of which would 
bring the word from his lips, if it were WMtJng. She know well 
enough, that it was not time nor opportunity that lacked. She 
knew, well enough, as I knew, that a man like Paul Rnahleigli 
can make time and opportunity. 

She had risen and met him, there, at that door, into the clois- 
ter as he returned. She had left Emery Ann and Edith sitting 
just within tlie window whei'e they had come back out of the sun, 
to wait for me. He might easily have let her pass into the dim, 
quiet arcade, whtre we all walked up and down so often; he 
might have spoken with her there — or led her away, as he had 
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Margaret — if he had pleased; but he came forward with un- 
slackencd step and she almost had to turn back with him as he 
stopped. 

" Dear Mrs. Regis," he had said, " Miss Strong has told you? 
— I am obliged to be very abrupt I leave at once for Camep- 
lata." And a voiture drove into the quadrangle at that moineat 
from the stable court-yard, 

" But why ? What must is there ? " she said, not disguising 
the pained remonstrance in her voice. 

" What has happened ? Has anything — ?" 

" It has happened that it is my duty — and necessity — to go. 
I had a letter from a friend last night. He begs me, if I can, to 
accompany him to the East. He is an army comrade, disabled 
by a wound, and broken in health ; and I — there is nothing to 
prevent me." He spoke sadly. " I am quite free and alone, 
you know, except for the pleasant link yon have let me make 
with your party. Now I must say good-bye." 

" To go so fer away ? " 

I do not suppose she stopped to really take it in, as she heard 
or said it. Women — like Mrs, Regis — do not shriek or faint 
their surprises that are like this ; they behave themselves, and 
take things in aftei-ward. " To go so far away ? Are you quite 
sure about the duty? Forgive me, — but you said once, — I 
thought you would tell me if there were anything," — she spoke 
low, hurriedly, 

Emery Ann, wise woman, got up, and went out across the 
terrace to a gai^den seat, Edith getting a little admonitory pinch 
npon the shoulder as she passed, followed. 

"He's a man that can find his own way round," said Emery 
Ann. " We need n't make guideboards of ourselves." 

" Ton are far too kind," General Rushleigh was saying 
gravely a moment or two after, as he moved with Mrs. Regis 
toward the window, and paused to finish the words before he 
came out to them. He held her hand in his. " I have always 
felt sure of your kindness, and your friendship is very dear to 
me i but, indeed, there is nothing that I have to ask of it, beyond 
■tself." 

She had stayed, and had shaken hands with him again, and 
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had stowl with the others, — Stephen came hack, jast in time 
from the fi'uit-market, — to see him step inte his carriage in the 
quadrangle, and drive out under the old archway. She received 
his messages, — he would not have us called, since he had said 
good-bye to us once already, — and watehed. him off as any friend 
would do. Stephen, sorry, and perplexed with all the sudden- 
ness, wanting to do something for him at parting, — had put a 
basket of grapes upon the forward seat, just as the carriage 
moyed ; he never thought, he said, till afterward, what basket it 
was. It was one of the little straw satehels, and had " Marga- 
ret: Glion ;" worked in scarlet on the side. 

General Rushleigh lifted his hat, as he went ; the porters 
took their caps off, Monsieur politely wished him "bon voyage," 
the old paved court was dim and stiD again, and Mrs. Regis 
came up -stairs. 

"You have read your letters?" she said to Margaret, with 
that strange softness. 

" Only a little — of one," said Margaret in the tone of a per- 
son tired with pain, but touched with a kindness. And then 
Mrs. Be^s had stooped and kissed her step-daughter upon the 
forehead. 

How could either of us guess what paragraph in one of her 
own letters that she had been unfolding and looking over me- 
chanically whilst she waited there below, had arrested suddenly 
her full surprised attention, just before Gieneral Rushleigh had 
come in ? How could we know what accounted simply enough 
to her for Margaret's sadness and pain ? What set her at rest, 
l>erhaps, seeing that pain, concerning any other thought of Mar- 
garet which die would be sure now was only my mistake ? 
What might even be a shadowy compensation, — a comfort of 
worse spared, — in the parting in which her own half hope had 
been let go ? 

It still remained to her that General RusUeigh was her 

A woman can bear te be only a ft'iend, while nobody else Id 
the whole world is anything dearer or more. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
THE HAIR'S-BEEADTH OF CIBCDMSTANCE. 

. . . Mrs. Begis went away into her own room, 

Margaret still lay upon the fiofe ; her hand had gone np and 
covered her eyes ; there was a tender, tremulous curve in her 
lip, sometimes so proud and determined ; her atep-mother'a kisa 
had dropped upon her heart. 

That pride and self-reliance, which seem to keep some natures 
cold and separate, are truly, often, but the defense of feeling too 
deep for daily, careless stirring. Margaret's was stirred now ; a 
new kindness had come like a new pain. 

Had she mistaken everything ? Had she ilung everything 

For a few minutes, — for many, — she lay so, and said noth- 
ing ; when she did speak, it was in that quiet undertone which 
passionate earnestness takes with her. 

" I thing I have never understood anything. If she cares for 
me like that, I have been hateful. Miss Patience, what do you 
think made her kiss me so ? " 

"I do not know. Unless" — but I did not think General 
Eushleigh would have told her. If he had, I did not believe 
she could have come to Margaret like that. Truly I did not 
know. 

" She is sorry, I think, and that makes her tender to you," I 

" Sorry I Oh, yes ; he is her friend. And I have sent him 
away. And she can be tender to me ! I have spoiled every- 
thing. I begin to think. Miss Patience, that I have misunder- 
stood the very ti'uth in my life. I have been fierce and proud, 
instead of honest. And I can never go back of it. I can 
aever make it right again. There is no help, now," 
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It was coming fast upon her, as it does come with ovory great, 
Bearching experience. The spirit tliat reproves — reminds — 
of all things. It had been gathering, before ; it swept down now, 
like a storm from the mountains, 

" The help is always in the present moment. Tlie Lord is 
not asleep in the hinder part of the ship." 

I had not meant the literal instant, or any literal thing for her 
to do. But she took it so. 

She sat up, "I will go to my mother," she said. It was the 
word of the prodigal. The heart of the prodigal was in her, 
accaaing herself. Would the other heart be thtre to meet her ? 

She rose and went to the door between the rooms. She 
opened it, and left it open as she passed in. She walked 
quickly to her step-mother's side. Mis. Regis was sitting in a 
large chair in the window, with her back toward us; she looked 
steadily out upon the lake and mountain ; slie did not notice 
the opening of the door, 

Margaret slipped down upon a cushion at her side. She laid 
her forehead down upon her knee. " Mother," she said, " I did 
not know you cared, or I would have eome to you long ago, I 
have made it all go wrong. I have hurt everybody. I have 
sent him away ^— and I did not know what was right ! " It was 
very confused. No wonder Mrs. Regis's first feeling was utter 
surprise and confounding. 

" You, Margaret ! Sent whom away ? How ? " 

" I told him that what he was tliinking of conld not possibly 
be so. He spoke to me of it — this morning." 

I do not know what strange, absui-d idea swept for an instant 
— vaguely witljout reasoning, it must have been — across Mrs. 
Kegis's mind, occupied with only one perception and relation in 
all that had so swiftly happened. Margaret had never beeu 
nsed to come to her with her own things. 

She started to her feet. She let Margaret's head drop away 
(torn its support, and loft it to raise itself sadly, wonderingly, to 
her as she stood above her, tall and angiy. I had never seen 
Mrs. Eegis angry before. I almost doubt if she had ever been 
io, since, perhaps, she was angry as a cliild. '' Margaret 1 " she 
said, vehemently. " Do you mean that you have taken upon 
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yonrself — ? If you have sent away my friend from me, I can 
not forgive yon I " 

" Mrs. Regis ! " I hurried towftrd her and stopped in the 
door-way. I did not belong there except for that one minute. 
But I could not let her go on like that, in her first bewilder- 
ment. " Ton do not know, — yon do not see what it is. Mar- 

Mai-garet passed me as I spoke, and gently closed her door 
behind me. She left it all to me. She gave it up in pain, re- 
buked, repulsed. I finished my sentence. 

" She sent him from herself. She came to you with her 
trouhle. She came to you — you were so kind, — with a new 
feeling that she ought to have come to you before. You do not 
understand Margaret." 

I had at least given her time. She gathered back her self- 
command. Her clear perception came with it. 

"Margaret has refused Paul EusHeigh?" she said, slowly. 
It seemed, even, as if she saw more in it than I did. "And 
now — when it is too late — she comes to me with it? I cannot 
take it back for her, Miss Strong ! " 

" She does not want you to take it back," 1 said, indignantly. 
" She meaus — so far, at least — to keep her own faith. She 
has let him go. But she wants ^ou — her mother ! " 

" I think we are all at some strange cross-purposes," said 
Mrs. Regis. "Do you not know — does she not know that 
Harry Mackenzie is married by this time to that Southern 
heiress, — that Nellie FitzEustace ? " 

That was what was in the letters ; the long-belated letters, 
crossed and stamped, that had gone " wandering round." The 
letters that had come this morniag, and that I had put by for 
her, because she did not feel it " fair to road them now ! " There 
had been a " diamond wedding " going forward there in Boston, 
while Margaret Regis had been keeping the heart-diamond of 
her truth shining and pure with sacrifice ! 

And General Eushleigh had been gone an hour, and was to 
t.*avel to Naples. And two steamers for the Levant would sail 
■jn Friday. I looked at Bradshaw and I found that ouL But 
what did it siguify ? Even if it were not so ? Even if he were 
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Could anybody go to him and say, — This news is just come ; 
she is free for you, and she wOl take you? 

It would not be seemly. It would be as if — Margaret's own 
words suggested it — the other liad just died. 

Thero must be time. Time had been put between. Yea, 1 
looked itt it in that way at last, and rested so. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE OTHER FFRN IE4F 
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aimless index that knew not any poise or purpose, and presently 
would Stop helpless, and in the wreck of one little heatmg life 
that had heen meant to measure it so blithely, all great time it- 
self would stand a blank ? 

At first, the hard thing was, that in her very beginning to be 
most true, most careful of the moment's right, — the one sure 
step at a time by which she had hope to be led safely, she had 
gone right off the brink. 

"It seema," she said, "I know it cannot be so, — but it seems 

— as if I could have taken care of myself better. As if I had 
given myself to be held, and had that minute been let drop. 
For I know I meant to do so rightly ! " 

" Ton do not know aU that has to be taken care of for you. 
This one thing you might have grasped and saved to yoursel£ 
But you are not meant, at last, — to miss anything. All your 
life is to come right. It is like a child taking something it had 
tried to make and spoiled, to mother or teacher. All the mised- 
up snarl, — all the broken pieces, — all the confused mistakes, 

— are just brought and given into the hands of the stronger 
wisdom ; and perhaps the very first thing we see that wisdom do, 
is to MJtmake and separate, and seem to break and mis yet more. 
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But tlie child — the scholar — stands patient and Bure,nntil the 
perfect knowledge, the unerring touch, begins to put together 

" But the pieces are lost, I cannot bring them all. It is n't 
my own things only. Think of his life ! " 

" The Lord is in all lives. And there are always the twelve 
legions of angels. We are in such a hurry to think that out of 
our reach is out of all reach." 

" If we even knew where he was, or was going to be ! But 
it JB almost as if he had gone away out of the world. We may 
not meet again for years." 

That was just what I had kept thinking. If I had only 
known where he was, or would be ! If anybody could only 
write. I think I would have dared to write to him. I think 
Mrs. Kegis ouglit to have dared. 

But when Margaret said it to me, I answered her and myself, 
both. 

" The Lord knows. He has got hold of us aU, If /knew, you 
would have some faith in something I might do, maybe. And I 
would do, anything that I knew. And the would, and the might, 
and the knowing, are all in One. How much better that is ! " 

That was the way I tried to talk to her, and, as I say, to my- 
self at the same time. 

I had also Emery Ann to talk to, who without knowing or 
asking to know, precisely anything that had come about, could 
see very well that things had happened, or, as she said, " had 
taken place," and that " something ought to take place again." 

" 'Taking plaee ' is a good phrase for happenings," I told her. 
" When the place is ready, somethiug foiS take it." 

She aud Stephen Holabirdwere great comrades. Emery Ann 
had determinedly matronized Edith, until she had raatronizod 
herself into a sort of elderly relative, aud at the same time a 
kind of compeer of the youth. When everybody else had dis- 
appeai'ed that miserable day, — when I myself, leaving Mrs. 
Regis, had betaken myself to my own room ; when Edith hav- 
ing a real, simple headache, had given up and gone to bed again, 
— Stephen found Emery Ann up in the gaidcn, all alone in her 
^vorite seat. 
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"Thiugs liavo taken an avrful turn-over," he said to her. 
" How could anybody have supposed that to-day could Lave 
some after yesterday? I don't protond to know, but there 
must have been some terrible scrimmage or other, when every- 
body is either wounded or missing. What can it possibly all 
mean, Miss Emery Ann ? " 

" It means a pretty spot of work ! " said. Miss Emery Ann, 
knitting very fiist, to make up for shutting up hor lips very tight, 
after just those syllables had escaped, as if there she meant to 
wind up the conversational yam and put the needles into the 
sheatii. But she went on again in spite of herself- " Don't 
ask me about it ! And don't tell me .' I believe in Providence, 
and I believe io Patience, but if ever I felt clear meddlesome ia 
ray life, I feel meddlesome now ! If only I knew where to take 
hold and meddle 1 " 

" I wonder," said Stephen, speculatively, " if it is n't a sort of 
ease for a kitten — or something ; if one only knew, as you say, 
wheie it would be a good plan to lose it." 

"I pie'iume you know what you mean, Mr. Holabird!" 

" I piesume I do. Miss Tudor. We lost a kitten once at our 
house Ruth and I, when there was something else — very im- 
poitant to oui family — that wanted hunting up, and we had 
a dim guess where to look for it. We looked for the kitten 
you see ; we shot another arrow that self way, and we found 
Shakespeare's idea a very good one. I wish we had a kitten 
to ahoot now ; I would n't mind being a kitten myself, and being 
shot : if I could only put on a few more clawses ; on to my letter 
of credit for instance ; and a letter of instructions ! " 

" What a jumbie you do talk ! I can't make head nor tail to 
it 1" 

" If you cou'.d, you could pretty nearly makethe kitten ! " 

"We're too old — between us — to talk nonsense over this, 
ain't we ? " said Emery Ann. 

" Yes 'm," said Stephen. " I don't know but it would be good 
sense in me to go and see the Pyramids. Or Jerusalem, or 
Bomelihing. But I don't know which. And perhaps I could n't, 
either. My sister ia in Nice, you see, and she might want me, 
if the Katahdin should cruise off anywhere. — Miss Emery 
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Ann ! " He spoke in strong Italics. "Do you Icnow who Gen- 
eral Eashleigh's banker is, — in Boston? He went to the 
Eanca Sviazera Lere, of course ; but you see if anybody knew 
the correspondents — and anybody should have occasion to cor- 
lespond ? " 

" What makes you think they should have occasion ? " Emery 
Ann asked, with a certain indefinite dignity of reserve that per- 
haps ought to bo assumed by somebody. 

" Now, Miss Emery Ann, we certainly are old enoagh, be- 
tween ns, to have picked up a little general experience. I don't 
think that peojile go off like that, and leave everybody else in 
an epidemic of headaches and things, unless thei'e has been 
some kind of a buzz, you know. And there 's almost always 
something that they ought to have waited for. And if it cornea 
up after they 're gone, as it might perhaps, it ought to be 
somebody's business, — and that 's where the novels work it out 
on the how-not-to-do-it principle, — to ciroumlocute. it afler 
them. I 've three sisters married, you see. And a boy with 
three older sisters gets a good deal of ready-made history. Bar- 
bara had a buzz, and came near enough never being ordered to 
the Kafahdin. And — well, General Rushleigh is too splendid 
a fellow ! " 

" And Margaret is too splendid a girl," blurted forth Emery 
Ann before she thought. 

" It was certain enough about him," remarked Stephen Hola- 
bird quietly, "but I shouldn't have dared to pick out her — 
from all the rest of you." 

In due order of things, since everything is due order, — but 
not for several days, — that talk worked round to me ; and the 
idea in it. 

I knew that General Rushleigh's bankers were the same as 
our own, — Kidder, Peabody, & Co. And I went and looked 
over my letter of credit, and found that the corresponding house 
in Alexandria was , and in Beyrout . 

One day I just told that to Mrs. Regis. Her answer was 
that she did not expect to have any occasion to use General 
■iushleigli's address. If he wrote to her, he would give it. I 
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said nothing more ahout it. I just left it in her mind. Because 
I knew it would liaye to adjust itself ttere, and that she would 
not be comfortable until it did. There would be a door a^ereak. 
One has at last to go and attend to a creaky door, either to shut 
or open it ; one cannot sit or lie quietly for iL If, I mean, it ia 
precisely one's own concern. 

Somehody else's door, quite out of your reach, may creak ot 
slam all night; it does not slam into the ears of conscience ; it 
has no pull upon any little creaking nerve of your reluctant 
will. I tried to discriminate carefully, and I made up my mind 
that this was Mrs. Eegia's door. I felt tliat I had no right to 
open or shut for her. 

"We were in Lugano two weeks longer. "We all had to get 
over our headaches, and come down to dinners, and appear 
among the other visitors as usual. I wondered if any other 
histories were living out around us, just beneath the evei-y-day, 
unalterable surface that no heart-gaap must make a ripple in, — 

It was a comfort that the rains set in early. That we could 
be doll and listless, if we liked, about the weather. How kind 
the moods of earth and atmosphere are, that make such excuse 
and shelter for our own ! An east wind, — a fog, — a drizzle, 
— something outside of us to complain of, to be hindered by, — 
what should we do without the " correspondence " of them now 
and then, when the inward barometer stands at the line of heavi- 
ness and tears ? 

I did not know when Margaret read those letters. It was 
two days after that morning in her room that she said to mo ■ — 
" Ton know what has happened at home ? " She might have felt 
it in my manner, or guessed it from some things 1 did not say. 
It might have appeared in what Mrs. Regis would have natu- 
rally said. For that impetuous word spoken in my presence did 
not end words between them. They had been two days to- 
gether, as usual ; and usualness is a great power. 

Mrs. Eegis is not a woman to be silent and separata and dis- 
Jigreeable. She believes in comfortableness. Let what will be- 
fall, I think she will always arrange the resulting position of 
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things so as to Bit clown amongst them with such ease as may be, 
if 3ho must sit down. Slie would never cry without a pocket 
handlierchisf ; she would never fling ia leaser misera,bleneBs to 
the bargaia of a big trouble. She would find a way to go down 
with a sinking ship without needless knocking among the tim- 
bers. Here she was with Margaret ; she was not going to 
quarrel, in literal, every-day, vulgar feahion, with her step- 
daughter, though she had said she could not forgave her. 

" That was what mamma was sorry for," said Margaret. " It 
was good of her to be sorry for that, when she never wished it. 
And it was no wonder that the other vexed her." 

She did not blame her step-mother ; she had only failed to 
come near to her, as she had been just ready to do. She was 
ready now, rather than fiirther and finally estranged ; she had 
grown very tender with self-blame, — very meek with judgment 
of her own old pride. She felt she had held willfully to that in 
which her step-mother had known better for her ; she had re- 
jected that of which her step-mothei' had recognized the rare be- 
hoof. She had sent away her mother's friend. And Mrs. Eegis 
was very ready to leave her hasty utterance where it was. I 
do not thmk they had much talk about it ; it was not likely, on 
either side. 

It was to me that Margaret came with the atraage hardness 
of the happening ; with the lost and mismatched pieces that 
p^ned and puzaled her ; with that doubt about the hestness of 
thing* that even to such as have never found out that faith was 
dear to them, is the secret central ache and vital hurt of trouble. 

We had no long talks, or deliberate beginnings ; I think it 
was only once or twice, that we spoke directly of it, that first 
week afterward ; then some instant feeling broke in words, — 
few, and taking much for granted ; and I said the things to her 
that I would by all means insist on to myself. But I think she 
smd moat to herself, — or received it most within her, — after all. 
Day by day, even then, her look began to grow serener ; a 
comfort, that was a real quiet, replaced the quiet she had had to 
wear before that little outside world of people ; it came up into 
her eyes ; it was not sot there carefully as a coin weight is set 
10 hold tlie eyelids of the dead. 
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One night she said to me,^ — -it was out in the cloister, where 
Bhe went with me to look if the voiture was ready to tiike us 
up to Beau St^our through the pouring rain, — " It makes it 
easier. Miss Patience. It makes the real thing right, even if 
it never comes right" 

There was where she rested, as only a high, young faith — 
a love very pure from passion — could have rested. 

Her life was clear to her, let tlie outward living go on aa it 
might. Its beautiful secret was her honest and unalienable own. 

In what Mrs. Regis rested, or if she did rest, — how could I 
know ? I am sure only that it would be upon the least thorny 
side of her pain, if she could find one. I think she was still iar 
from understanding Margaret in the depth and height of her 
natui'e, and so of this experience, I think she was far fi'om 
perceiving where the point of her trial had been in it, or what 
had been her relinquishment. Margaret's quietness and calm- 
ness now might easily continue to prevent iier. I tliink she 
even pitied her still that she had given her best and sole en- 
thusiasm where it had been trampled upon and flung back Ur 
rend her. And that underneath and correlative to this pereep- 
tion of the matter was still, the compensation to hei'self that it 
had been so ; Margaret might have done a harder thing for her 
to bear, than to have sent away her friend. 

For Paul Rushleigh had told Mrs. JElegis that her friendship 
was very dear to him. 

And Mrs. Regis's womanhood, with all its failure and its fet- 
tering to mere easy going commonplace, has, because it is a pure 
bred womanhood and not coarse sexhood, a possible height in it 
which I believe real, delicate womanhood does have as its very 
essence ; a height which lifts it above mere passion until passion 
itself is glorified by being lifted into that which is divine. A 
possibility of pure loving and pure satisfying ; making its only 
?elfiskness that it asks and longs to hejirsf ; to be put beneath 
and displaced by no other and no different loving. It marries 
with and gives itself in marriage just that it may sit upon this 
throne, of which the marriage choice is highest sign ; that it 
may be owned as typo and fulfillment of ideal woman-nature by 
the man-nature in which it fmds ideal manly gloiy. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



64 SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS. 

If Paul Rushleigh were never to marry, now, but were to 
hoH Virginia Ecgis as tia woman-friead of all the world to 
whom he would come for couusel, for understanding, for fend- 
nine insight, for the grace with which a woman, having it in 
herself, touches aijd invests the world around her, — I think it 
would have fulfilled her dream. 

But that, I think, is the woman's side of it, and where she 
may most bitterly delude heraelf. When a man does feci all 
that for a w.>i!ian, I think he does go and ask her to become his 

What had been in those letters, also, was left without any sort 
of mention. It was quite easy to fancy. Persuasions that had 
been growing for much time past, that it would be very indiffer- 
ent to Margaret how things ended ; a boy's jiiatilicatiou mixed 
with some shade of a man's honorable scruple and shame ; a 
girl-friend's reproach that it was all her own fault ; that she had 
been half-way and disappointing, always; and now, how could 
Harry help loving such a dear, fascinating little thing ; that had 
Mien ia love with him without all those weighings and measnr- 
ings? Passing from this, quite likely, to touch upon the bril- 
liant plans, and the congratulations, and Colonel FltzEustace's 
munificence, and the exquisite trousseau ; with hopes at the last, 
that they should all be good friends always, after all ? 

The Mackenzies had had Nellie with them, visiting, in a cot- 
tage they !iad taken at the sea-shore ; the little stunner had beea 
got away from the crowd, and. brought right home to Harry, as 
it were, on approbation ; there was no jostling, no rushing to be 
gone through with ; no trouble to take, no uncertainty to bear. 
In short, here was something ready-made, and for immediate 
possesion ; and he had taken it. 

Those Lst ri y days ^t tl e lake 1 1 1 1 e n s ow j on the 
mou ta B Tl ere wis a wl te glitter outl ing tl e peiks tl at 
had be n shalowy 11 e be^oi I the Ctirno hits and wl en 
tl it last after on as he ^ n came oit a d m^ie igi n a few 
lou s " nimer softnei we wilkei i| the [ irk terraces to 
wl Pie we stood b e tl e r 1 root levels w a v iwiy ff n 
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the north and east the great heads of the nearer Alps, splendid 
in their winter crowns. 

Margaret and I ietl Edith and Stephen in the upper walk, 
where the great aviary is, and where tlie little rabbits scud about 
in the hillside underwood, behind the tall, close palings that end 
the promenades, and went down together into the ravine. 

" I should like to walk up here just once more," she said ; 
and I knew that she had not been here since that day. 

She is diffei'ent from most girls. She would not go off senti- 
mentalizing alone. There was something fer more real and 
living and noble to her in what had happened to her here, than 
any mere sentimental romancing, or brooding forlornness would 
have made it. I am sure she took me with her that she might 
not fall into any lesser mood. 

We did not walk all the way Tip, to where the rustic seats 
are, and the pretty view. She stopped in the shadow of a great 
rock, beautiful with ferns and ivies ; and she pulled a little fern 
leaf, as she might have pulled one then. 

I think now, — I write this a good while after, — that I have 
little by little entered into what that walk and talk were ; that 
little by little, in thought and act, it was given almost all to me, 
as things and words came round. It would not be hard to tell 
anybody's story, that yoa had ever been very close to, pretty 
much as it must have come. 

She held the little fern leaf tenderly ; as if, perhaps, it had 
grown there since ; had got into its life, somehow, some breath 
of life that had been lived there then. 

She told me one thing, as we stood there ; she holding the 
little leaf, and bending her eyes soberly upon it {do you know 
soberly means purely, — calmly?) as if that way if, returned to 
her. 

" When I asked him to let me go," she said, " he told me 
that I might leave him ; but he thought he could never ht me ffo. 
I may take that now and keep it. Konly he had anything," 

" He has the other part of that," I said - The old broken 
sixpence w^ only a sign of truth. There ia an each half to 
every true thing and word." 

And so we came away. 
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CHAPTER X. 

MARI.^, NASCENTI. 



.... We wore in Milan, We were going to see the Cathe- 
dral. We bad caught a glimpse of its great mass looming in 
the distant Piazza across the head of our street, — the Corao 
Vittorio Emanuele, — as we were driven to the Hotel de Ville. 
We went to sleep under its shadow. Foi- all Milao sleeps and 
wakes beneath it, — the beautiful Alp of Architecture. 

Can you pass from life-story to marble-story ? Wo had to do 
it. We have had to be thankful for some of the great things 
that have been put into the waiting-time. And there ia really 
no waiting-time, since all things are continually passing into the 
life and making part of it, making place for that which shall 
take place. 

I shrink, Eose, before the beginning of the things that i 
ought to be able to toll you, — of what I ought to be able to 
take to myself out of this great, rich Italy. It needs a great, 
rich knowledge of all Art and History, — which you know I 
have not got, — to come into this treasury of things and signs, 
and choose, and understand, and interpret, and make the most. 
Anybody can chatter and cant, picking up phrases and statistics, 
— you get all that, till you are sick of it, at every table d'h6te, 
where tourists meet, and mr their little connaissances of to-day ; 
but, you know, I won't do that, even to myself. There are 
many things I do not even go to look at, because I am busy 
trying to take the last thing in. As Emery Ann says, " I can't 
do it so rapid ; lookin' is n't seein'." I find that even in the 
midst of the dead centuries, this little three-score and ten, — 
more or less, — of my own. Patience Strong's, has to be given 
place to; that I am living a piece of my own little life here, 
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even in Italy ; that day unto day of it uttereth its own speech, 
and that after •ill it I'i only by the vety key of that small speech 
that I can cat<,ii any syllable out of the i ast, echoing Past, 

I doubt very much, — notwithstanding the kind of factitious 
traveler'a-coiisciein,e ono seems to get put upon one ahout it, 
— whether it i"*, after all, a bonnden duty to get all those old 
centuries into the three fourtiis of one for which apprehension 
and meaning ate especially and mdiyiduilly given ; whether 
one needs to recognise and assimilate particle by particle all this 
dust of them that k garneied up in these ancient magazines; 
whether in art or history, or even science, the best thing is to 
be a sort of Golden Dustman, living among the mounds ; 
whether Italy herself might not have a grander Present, if she 
had not cumbered herself so with accumulation of mere things 
of Time Gone By. For, after all, they are things and signs 
solely ; grand and beautiful and full of token as they are. And 
signs are coming, and should be making, all the time. 

Emery Ann goes back, veiy often, to the " graven images." 

" Thoy 'ye always been breakin' it, -— the second command- 
ment ; and they 've got the curse of it, I verily believe. Why 
haven't they turned to and dine something, instead oi painting 
their "Vir^n Maries and Saint Sebastians and Saint Georges and 
things? Men ain't to set up likenesses to look at — not even 
in their own minds — ind thmk it 'i done ! " 

But here is the Cathedni at Milan ; the Church Marire 
Nasceiiti i an innei world history built up to sight in fretted 
marble. 

If one stopped to read it through, — to read itvp, from sculpt- 
ured base, along slow-rising walls of rich reliefs, through forest- 
pinnacles and crowding imaged nicjies, and from height to height 
of f n I 1 to circle of its statue-types, one might give up, 
n th f f Italy only, but the rest of life before it. And 
th n 1 id he and only have begun. As mea have died, 
g n at at generation, passing down from each to each the 
u fin h 1 nte es. For it has been all read but once ; and 
t\ at ha b en th long reading of the five hundred years in which 
,t has been builded. It has been the alow spelling of the chisel. 

Tes, spelling is the better woi-d — no doubt ; for I think many 
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of these old arehitecta and woikeis were more like uhildrtn 
epelling letteraandayllables caiefuUj dliDj^ not knowiiij, ically 
the Ktory they were making in its wholeness 

" To Mary, being born Is that it the Iraaslatton of ita 
dedication of two word^ ■" Ot is the beautiful metonymy of it, 
— " To the Virgin that ariseth ' 

To the pure humanity toward which all this labor and strug 
gle through the ages, climbs ? To the hamanity that caji re- 
ceive the Holy Ghost, — of whom the Christ— -the Divine — 
can at last be born in the world ? For it begins away down in 
its foundations, with the be^niiig of it all. And it goes up, — 
I can only tell you hero and there, what it goes up into, as we 
climbed and saw it. 

" Have you made up your mind what it is ? " Stephen asked, 
when we had slowly paced, twice round, the great square, gaz- 
ing up at the wonderful, delicate, many-hued body of it, pile of 
solid stone and masonry as we knew it, -—breath, almost of a 
dream made visible, as it seemed in its lightness to become, — 
rising into thin fine traceries and needle spires, that stood with 
their hundreds of white points glittering ag^st the pure,, blue 
sky ; when we had stopped before pillar afler piUar with their 
gi-eat has-relieia — each an epoch and a history in its theme, — a 
thing of years in its patient carving ; when we had wondered at 
the monstrous gargoyles, — iigures of fierce evil things, leaping 
as if drivea from under every sacred eavo and cornice ; — when 
we had noted how the statues of heroes and saints, each in his 
niche, filled al! the window arches and the pilaster angles, line 
after line, to height aiter height of the attaining ; when we had 
lost trace and order in lovely confusion among the exquisite 
pointings and surmountings of buttresses and parapets and cupolas 
and thousand clustering slender pillars of turret and steeple ; 
until it seemed as if the whole vision were born out of the blue 
deep up there in which it ended, and could only have gathered 
itself together, drop by drop, as jewels gather. " Have you 
made up your mind what it is ? " 

"Yes." 

"Is it a crystallization? Frostwork ? Did it grow? Is it 
growing? Was it enchantment? Will it melt? 
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"It was ]ived. It is being lived." 

That was al! one could think or say. 

For it begau away down there in its foundations ; and you 
Bould Bee it was just human life, — the world's life, in legend, 
type, and story. 

There is the Creation of Adam sculptured over the great door ; 
the calling of man into his natural life ; the Lord lifting him as 
if out of a birth-sleep, to stand up and look around him in his 
Eden, Forms of brute life are gathered about him ; it is the 
Srst man Adam, just a living soul among the other iirst, simplest 
consdousnesses. There are the First Man and the First Woman 
under the condemnation of the Iirst sin. There is Abel, who 
gave np life to the Lord slam by Oun, who labored in the things 
of the ground only, and hated his brother for his higher sacri- 
fice. There is the Towei of Babel ; there is Noah on Ararat ; 
there is Abraham , — there is Hagar, mother of ail the wander- 
ers ; there is the flery perishing ot Sodom ; there is Esau buy- 
ing pottage with bis birthright ; there is Jacob wrestling with 
the angel. There is Moses by the Nile, — before the bush, — 
at the Kock that pours forth water at his smiting. There are 
Gideon and Samson and Saul and David ; there are Daniel and 
Job ; there is the Queen of Shaba listening to Solomon ; there 
is Eliaa awakened himself by the angel, and Elias again, restor- 
ing the dead; there are Jael and Judith, and Deborah and 
Esther. And above all these, as the buUding rises, stand John 
the Baptist, -—greater than all the prophets, — and Apostles 
and Evangelists of the Kiagdom, of whom the least even, was 
greater yet than be. 

Tier above tier, niche above niche, as the solemn strength lifts 
upward, gleam forth the forms of saints and seers, heroes and 
servers, whose lives and deaths have been in the building of the 
world. They front the grand pilasters ; they stand right and 
left in the tall window-arches where the light streams in ; above 
their heads, where the cleansing rmns come down, under hal- 
lowed eave and cornice, spring out, exorcised, the fierce, horrible 
shapes that may not abide in the House of the Ages as it rears 
to its ftnal height and its roofing in witli beauty. 

Not all seers and saints ; not all conscious and purposeful 
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BeiTerH ; yet there fiey are, kings and leaders, atid men wliose 
lives were powers ; and their glory is bronght into it, wliether 
they know it or not. 

Napoleoii tlie First stands upon a pinnacle over the roof of 
the great nave. Napoleon the First, at the height of his impe- 
rial command, ordered the final completion of the Cathedral, — 
the laying of these stones one upon another. He comes in, in 
his turn, to the world-building; he stirs a great impulse in it. 
It will sweep, not his way, hut God's way, at the last. His own 
age and kind put him on a pinnacle ; let him stand there ; 
Samson and Saul are down below and the builders of Babel, and' 
Cain, the slayer, also. 

But far within, in the deep, central shine, where the lights 
are always burning, and the prayers are always said, is the sign 
of something holier. Carlo Borromeo sleeps there in a crystal 
sarcophagus, with gold and marble and jewels about him that he 
recks not of, and sculptures in silver of the deeds he did, along 
the walla. Sign, only. The life went out among the poor and 
the plague stricken. It was at the Heart of the Building ; as the 
body it wrought by lies here in the inmost of the Temple. As 
the Son of Man lay also in the Heart of the Earth, 

But we went up on those great, high roofs. Another time 
we came and lingered in the solemn, beautiful interior. To-day 
the sun shone, aad we were to climb among the towers and 
spires. 

Eound and round, up the long stmr-way that threads a turret in 
one of the transept corners, yre toiled giddily and breathlessly. 
" An easy staircase," they tell you, " of one hundred and fifty- 
eight steps ; " and this is only the beginning. But by the time 
we emerged through a queer little labyrinth of pillars and raft- 
ers upon the first outer foot-hold, Emery Ann and I, at least, 
felt ourselves come pretty nearly to an end. For, think ; one 
hundred and flfty-eight stairs is nine or ten common staircases, 
and wo couldn't stop for more than a single breath, for we were 
getting out of sight of one another all the time, round and round 
and other people were pressing up behind. 

"We found ourselves beside a long parapet, — within which a 
kind of passage ran along the transept to the main roofi 
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" It '9 a dreadful — hard — world — to do — your duty in," 
observed Emery Ann, sitting down upon the nearest projection, 
and gasping fearfully. 

Margaret was not gasping, but she stood beside her, and her 
just-recovered breath came forth at the momeDt with a alow, 
weary sigh ; and Emery Ann recalled herself. 

" But then — we shall all — get — our second wind — pres- 
ently ! " she added It a only — the first strain — that we 
lose breath with I w sh — tliey had — Shezzerpoterzes — 
though I " She had got it out of its " finicky French twists " 
into a single aolfmn »nd respectable word, with something of an 
Old Hebi-ew consonantal solidity to it, which she was more 
familiar with It sounded as if it had something to do with 
Belshazzar and Mesopotamia, and she pluralized it to hev own 
liking. Emery Ann has no objection to French when it is 'nt 
crimped and curled, she says ; or " if you could only boil it 
down and skim tte froth off," ItaliaE, she thinks is better ; 
"there's some sense to begin with in it, if they'd only stop 
when they get through, and not stick an oso, or an ino, or an 
etto, or an ebbero, on to evei'ything." 

But this is only under the parapet, while you take breath. 

We were where the marble gave itself ofi^, as it were, into the 
intangible air, with thousands of last, fine, beautiful frettings and 
taperinga; rushed up into lofiy slender piercings) crowned it- 
self, — btit that comes after and higher, — with holier prea- 

We were up above the heavy walls and portals ; the carven 
pedestals and piUars ; the sculptures of wrestlings and visions 
and battle-storms and victories and miracles, — stories of that in 
which the everlasting struggles in the earthly, or the one leans 
lown to touch the other with a sign and help ; up above the 
typical adornings of pediment and ceiling; above the ash-trees 
and the plane-trees and the cedars, and the mystic " Glories o! 
angels," graven over doors ; up above the statued consoles ; up 
above the horrid gargoyles. 

"We stood where we could look across the vast slope of the 
southerly roof. These were " Tho Gai'dens," our guide told us. 
Tho lovely creeping arches ran down in rows from centre to 
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eaves ; tho graceful iDuttresses sprang across the angles ; and 
everywhere, along the pai-apet lines and over the tre&iled 
mouldiuga, ill light, exquisite linials, flowers aud fruits blos- 
somed and rounded from the marhle. In pairs, — a froit and a 
flower, — like the knops and the flowers of the candlestick in the 
tabernacle, made after the pattern shewed Moses in the mount. 
Thousands of them ; making the Housetop " wilderness of 
beauty ; sloping up over side roofs from the basis of the eave- 
pinnacles through central spires again to the upper wall of the 
nave with its innumerable fine pointed archings, its windows 
2;Iorious with color, its groovings and fluniigs of close pilaster 
work, frosty whit« in the sun. 

Saints and preachers, and I know not who, standing on the 
first pyramids, look down into the busy world of every day : 
wariiors with spears, martyrs with palms, are above and above, 
a multititde we could not count. We were led up into the great 
bell tower, and we stood among the first forest of them ; we 
climbed again into the first balcony of the great dedicatory spii-e, 
and a higher ci'own of pinnacles, a higher circle of saints, 
prophets, evangelists were round us, face to face ; we ascended 
again, and looked forth among winged angels ; once more, away 
ap in the narrowing circle, and golden stars shone upon the 
tops of the minarets, like the stars of the seven churches that 
John saw in the heavens ; last of all we leaned against the mar- 
ble rail, carved stJll to minutest beauty in quatrefoil and fret- 
work, three hundred feet above the city, and seated archangels 
drooped their wings above our heads from over the gallery- 
arehes. Beyond these, the slender line of the last and upmost 
(haft runs into the air, and bearing the Cross and wearing the 
Grown, the golden figure of Our Lady rises in light, — - emblem 
that the world uproars as the knight binds a woman's colors 
to his lance, and takes God and my lady ! for his valor cry. 

Our Lady ! It is the sweet, pure, high apotheosis that kings 
and prophets waited for ; that men dream of and long for in oui 
humanity, and press toward, knowing or unknowing, through all 
the dimb and turmoil of History. 

" Marite Nascenti ! " The storied pile, with struggle and 
triumph, faith and vision, written upon its marvelous stones, is 
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raised to tell of the hhth of the holy ; of the human that the 
Divine shall meet. She stands there, not the Mary of G!a!ilee, 
but the Mother Sonl that shall be born ; the purged and blessed 
nature of the race, out of which and unto which the Lord Him- 
Belf and his Kingdom Cometh ! 

In this Cathedral of Milan, I think I have seen, once and 
first, all Cathedrals. I am glad that it is in the world. 

Over against it — with only the blue air between Church 
spire and peaks of Ice, — away across the Lombardy plain stand 
the white Alps, I think you are not surprised to see them. 
You have come up out of the world of hindrances that crowds tho 
sight with little meannesses, and holds the feet to heavy miles, 
to where great things and pure spring to each other's presence. 
The little city underneath, — the little distance that it took you 
days to come, — are nothing with their walls and leagues, to the 
outshining of these mighty, beautiful births, the one upon the 
other, face to fiuw. 

All the heights of life find eaah other, and are near, in tha 
heavens. 

We ourselves, when we are raised up_ shall even meet Dto 
Lord in the mt. 
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CHAPTER XL 

m THEBKEEA. 



. . . Thr next day wo went to the Brera, 

I was plunged in among old mastcra. I was suffocated and 
DOnfused. I floundered and caught at straws, like a drowning 
creature. The aea roae up over my head ( it was a great deal 
too deep and wonderful for me. Should I ever learn how to 
open my eyes and see, — how to dive for the pearls among the 
weeds and sponges ? How to come up to the light, and to com- 
mon br ithi g an 1 bring treasures with me ' 

Do vou reraembei how we used to sit ind turn over the port 
folio of old eBgr^vm^ thit John biought home from Munich? 
Do you renembei low we stuliel Cjnegioa g md fee s of 
Saints ^nd EvaUj^plists from the frescoes at Paima ' How 
tl pj IooIcpI forth with calm grandeur from the spandrils be 
tween the great aichei and we wondered if these were the 
gioupings for the lesser spaces what thewilewilK could bp 
covered with ind what vis on could fill the wonlorful Dome of 
' Christ mhs &Io y' 

Do yon remember the pictures from the Chamher of St. Paul, 
in the Convent, where the dear little child-faces and the heads 
of gentle animals lean through the medallion openings iramed 
in with vines and flowers ? 

Do yon remember the few Madrid Raphaels in the gallery of 
engravings of the Boston Library, befoi'e which we used to sit for 
hours, until Mary and Elizabeth ia the Visitation, — the sweet 
girl's head of the Virgin in the separate picture, — Mary and the 
Christ and the dear old St. Ann and little John the Baptist, — ■ 
Joseph, from the Nativity, — the mighty manhood of Simon the 
Cyrenian and the pain of horror and interrogation in ail the 
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Strong lines of his fece as he grasps the beams of the hea^y cross 
and lifts it from the sacred shoiildera ; more than all, the holy, 
beautiful countenance of the Son of Man beneath the burden 
that he bore for all the world, — took living possession of us, 
and we came away at last, as if we had been glad with the 
women in the hill country and at Bethlehem, and weeping 
among the daughters of Jerusalem in those yery fer-off, yet 
near-forever days ? 

Do you know the Holbein that dear Mrs. H, has, and of 
which she gave me the great beaatiful photograph ; the sick 
child brought to the Mary's child, — the Healer? Where the 
human baby is just standing on his little feet as the new life 
flows into him aud Ms him up, and the Divine One lies back, 
against the Mother's shoulder, his tiny hand held out with the 
^ft in it that going forth from his own vitality leaves him 
" bearing the infirmity ? " The faint, tender little face, the 
sweet mouth, the reaignful eyes ? 

I have had years to know these few in ; they have come to 
me one by one, — little by little in the meanings of each. How 
much can I carry away in thought and memory from the too- 
wMck of Italy, to make real and my own by and by, slowly, at 
home ? How much of it all is real, and anybody's own ? 
Blessed be the sun-pictures I They will tell it all over to me, 
and put me in mind. 

Eaphacl's Espousals is here, which we all know so well, 
with its marriage group in the low foreground, — the beautiful 
slope of the long, ascending steps rising behind, — the open 
temple, and the sweet, soft distance of clouds, and hills, and 
palms ending and crowning it all beyond. These are what 
make it Mary's marriage ; not just Mary and Joseph standing 
there, like any other twain, the robed High Priest, or the lovers 
of her girlhood, breaking the rods as they turn aside. Raphael 
knew how to put that wide, upward, stately-lwr and heavenly- 
gracious distance beyond the moment; there is something in it 
that one feels, but cannot say. It could only be said by a pict- 
ure ; a part of speech of the celestial tongue ; the iirst and final 
language. 

Guido Reni's Rebuke of Peter by Paul, seemed nobly 
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awful to me. The genuineness of the thing that was between 
these two, — the unaelfing in the earnest looking for troth itself, 
whether it lay for the moment more with tlie one or the other, 

— the gentle, yet mighty " withstsiiding " in Paul's face, as with 
calm, raised hand, and direct, grave eye, he bends toward Peter, 

— the upward, equal directness in Peter's face, — the waiting 
patience of the impetuouB-natured man, that shows in every 
line of limb and figure, as, seated on the rock, with the mighty 
keys beside him, and the pillar and the vine behind, he yet re- 
vives chiding like a child, who is simple- willing to be put right, 
who wants to be good and learn ; — the listening of the whole 
tountenance in which no muscle grows restless with reply, and 
the mouth behind the grand, white beard is shut before a Word 
that is not his aor Paul's, but of the Spirit of truth that testi- 
fies in both : the meeting of the two men's eyes, between which 
one seems to feel the electric line thrill live and straight ; — it 
all speaks of something that had got into the world and forth 
into men's souls that made them absolutely real to each other 
with the realaess of God's owa meanings. How many men this 
day, — yes, of Christ's own very apostles that receive the suc- 
cession, — would look into each other's faces so ? 

Edith stopped before a charming Holy Family by Girolamo 
Genga, of the School of Peru^no. " Our Lady with the Baby 
and Saint John the Baptist ; besides her four Doctors of the 
Church, and certain Saints, men and women ; God the Father 
above, surrounded by many little Angels who scatter down 
flowers." That is the English of the Italian note in the cata- 
logue. 

It was such a lovely Baby ! It was such a moment of joy! 
There was that quiver of quick, glad life, that is in nothing 
whatever but little baby-limbs ; that in this Baby was the very 
quickening of God anew in his world ; there was the Holy 
Mother-blessedness ; there was the presence and gathering of 
all that was to be of that Life, now that it was bom ; the saints 
that were to be sanctified with it; the Teachers that were to re- 
ceive and give its wai'd ; there was the joy in heaven of heav- 
enly childhood and the watching of the well-pleased Eternal 
Fatherhood. And the little child-souls that were close within 
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the glory, the first loving, creative thoughts of fouh, weie flmg- 
iug dovm a rain of blossoms upon the earch whose wilderness- 
places should flush into roso-splendor before the feet of the gen- 
erations that were to be. 

It began to come to me at that moment ; and wiitnig of the 
picture brings to mind what came to me more »nd muie atter- 
wards, as I saw so often in saored paintings the representatioa 
of Apostles, Saints, Bishops, not contemporary, grouped around 
some central act or scene. Often there is a John the Baptist, 
where John the Baptist never was in body , oiteu there are 
Church Fathers made present at that which happened betoie 
they were born; dead and living, — past, piesent, futuie u>ine 
around that which belongs, and is of the same lite, as the Son of 
Man said it should be, when the disciples asked Him concerning 
the Coming and the Taking, — " Where, Lord ? " " Wheieso- 
ever the body is, thither ahall the eagles be gilheied together " 

It is another showing of the eternal mortieats , that are for 
always, and for every soul. We shall none of us miss of any- 
thing. John the Baptist in his wilderness or his prison, while 
the Christ is talking and healing iu Galilee ; the simplest soul 
hidden away from opportunity to-day in its obscure and stead- 
fest living, while its kindred are out in the light, doing and be- 
holding and partaking larger. 

When we get into the eternity we shall see how it is and baa 
been; that there is no backward or forward, — past and gone, 
or fai' on and uncertain ; when we awake in his likeness to be 
satisfied, it will be all there in which He manifests Himself, from 
before Abraham was, to the Omega of the worlds. Only the 
pain and the evil shall be gone out of it, or be all transfigured 
with the overcoming that was in them ; and we shall stand pres- 
ent to every grand living and meaning, every high, good, beauti- 
ftil and precious instant that has ever been or can he, tor our 
perceiving and our full-filling. We shall not even miss, I do be- 
lieve, any dear bits of our own loving and living that were set 
apart in this time ; the years that wo and our darlings were on 
iifferent faces of the round world ; the doings in which we 
missed each other and did not know each other's deed. It is all 
safe with Him to whom it is committed to the last Day, — the 
Day that holds all days, and upon which no night goes down, 
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The coiitjnued representatioii of the Divine Child and Lis 
Mother are a part of this sanie word. 

In the Church of Santa Ci-oce, in PJorence, there is a picture 
af the Assumption of Mary, before which I stood seeing that 
glorification of her Motherhood, and how the painters always 
made it so, with the Eahy of Bethlehem in her arms. " Blessed 
ai't thou among women," was not a short, mocking blessing, to 
be replaced and ended with the sword-piercing. No, nor even 
with the gloi-ification of the humanity that was bom from her, 
held in her heart, and in her arms ; though momentB must come 
afterward, when for the world's sake He must say, " What have 
I to do with thee ? I must be about my Father's business-" 

I remember how ray own mother used to have sad yearnings 
over the little children she had lost into their manhood and 
womanhood, as much as ever the babies that were baried in 
little graves. " If I could just go back into the dear days, and 
have them in my arms and round my knees ! " she said. You 
have had them since, motberdie ! I have felt my own self, in 
my own babyhood, with you again, since you went away, leav- 
ing me with the gray in my liair ! 

And Mary — though her Son is raised up to be both Lord 
and Christ — has Him always, also, in that first dear love. He 
is always her first-born Son, that she brought forth and laid in 
the manger ! 

It was good to see bow Margaret Eo^e could take these 
things ; could soe that they wore really there, and put her own 
word and her own event together. I could read that in her 
face when we spoke of them ; I could see how high she reached 
above her trouble; how she reached her trouble up and held it 
m the light; bow love and faith had been born together to her, 
and her comfort sprang up straightway beside her pain. 

" You are glad in it," I said to her. She knew what I 
meant, though I never said it plainer. " What would it be good 
for, if I could not be glad in it ? " she answered. " Why should 
one thing be real to me and the other not ? " 

Truly they were both of the spirit; and wlioso soweth to the 
spirit reapetb life, while the sowing to the flesh is only harvest 
of destruction. 
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We who are old aiid learn late, as so maay of as do, have to 
bring ouv dead things to the resurrectJon of new hope ; we can 
bring them, and they will live again ; for " whosoever believeth, 
though he were dead, yet shall ho live ; " but "whoso Uvelk and 
believeth shall never die." The old have separated life and 
promise so often, they an only set the one against the other; it 
is the children who take right hold of the inheritance and begin 
upon the Kingdom now. 

There was no death in this youag, clear soul ; she had mo- 
ments of ache in her waiting; but she had moments, also, ir 
which the waiting was a blessedness. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TWItlGIIT IN THE CATHEDRAL. 

. . OnB last day in Milan was a rainy day. We drove 
to Santa Maria delle Graaie, and went into tliG old refectory, 
which is now a barrack, to see the fresco of Leonardo's Last 
Supper. 

Fading out upon the dingy wall,- — vanishing away inffl 
blankness, — is the faint shadow of what was once, glorious in 
fresh color, the verp life of a great thought ; around which little 
easels stand in a crowd, hurrying now to catch some likeness of 
it before it quite goes out. 

I had to look at the copies to help me in making out the orig- 
inal picture ; and from one and another I could catch, now here, 
now there, what must have been in Leonardo's work, and which 
these copies had got in bits, — each having his own success, 
ea«h marring it with his own failures ; so that when I tried to 
think which painting, if I could have it, I would choose out of 
all that were there, there was not one I would have been con- 
tent with, — there was not one that held not something I could 
not be content without. 

I had no least intent or anticipation of the ' everlistmg 
moral," Rose, when I begin to wnte that sentence It is not 
my fault — nor mj credit — th-it the everlasting moial is o 
isurely there. 

In the twilight, that sime day — the rainy twilight — Mii 
garet and I walked up to the Place ol the Dome, and went into 
the Cathedral. 

It was like the solemn solitude of a great forest at dstk. 

For the few human figures — so little beneath the far height 
^nd in the wide dietancea — only made it seem more hushed and 
geparate for every one. They were hidden i 
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was like the separateness and the hiding that we have in the 
vastness of God's thought. Kneeling down there must have 
been something like creeping into the Saviour's heart that 
holds so many, but makes a quietness round every one. 

Two large funeral processions were passing out at different 
doors, and were but as small groups in the great place, as the 
events were but bits of happening in the great world. One was 
of a man; a long line of gentlemen with uncovered heads fol- 
lowed. The pall was hlack ; the cloaks were black ; it went out 
gloomily into the rain. 

The other was of some young girl ; little maidens dressed in 
white and carrying flowers walked after the white bier, each of 
them holding the ends of the long satin ribbons of the snow- 
pure pall. They tripped along to overtake each other; they 
whispered and smiled, they were gay and sweet as if it were a 
May day queening. 

We' passed these dose as we went on into the shadows of the 

It is made like a forest solitude, here in the cramp of the city. 
Out from the narrow, noisome streets the poorest that never 
dreamed otherwise of any hush or loftiness, — that know noth- 
iug of mountain-hearts or forest depths, — can come and kneel 
down and feel the depth and beauty over-arching them j tjie 
majesty of trees, the vaulted silence; the bending about them 
of mighty power and shelter. 

Mai^arot said, "If there must be cities, I think it is a good 
thing to have Cathedrals." 

"And yet," I answered her, for her word brought ap the 
word of promise to me, — neither in this mountain, nor yet at 
Jerusalem shall men always need to be, to worship the Father." 

" Because there will be the Temple of the EeveiatJons." 

" Yea, the Revelation" I repeated. " But the hour cometh, 
aiid now is. The New Jerusalem is built already, and men 
stand in it, and the light of it is on their heads and they will 
not know it — while their deeds are evil." 

The pillars of stone roar up their carven and clustered col- 
umns, capitaled, far overhead, with surrounding niches in which 
while statues stand. Beyond and higher, they tower again and 
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break and sweep away into arclies and gromings between wliich 
the richly foliated frescoes of the ceiling continue the curious 
frettings of tiie stone, across whose lovely openings only ihe 
dimness seems to shut, beyond. Chapels open up and down 
on either distant side; the transepts are full of sculptures; 
Saint Bartholomew, the flayed sainf, stands before the sacristy 
in his martyrdom, the very marble quivering — and your own 
flesh creeps — with the keen fidelity of the chiseling. The 
choii', with its pulpits, its tabernacle, its organs, its great in- 
closure at the back, — a wall of statues and bas-i-eliefc at whose 
base low broad arches, railed across, open down into the splen- 
did crypt of San Carlo Borromeo, — is just a pile of gorgeous 
workmanship in marble and gold, and wood and bronze. The 
carvings around the choir wail are a series of presentations of 
the Divine Story, from the Nativity of the Virgin to her As- 
sumption and Incoronation. A troop of angels fills the spaces 
•letween these and the lesser tablets of symbols ; the palm-tree 
and the plane-tree, the cedar, the vine, the lemon-tree. 

But wewent in for the great, tender quiet of the whole ; as 
we sit under the stars, knowing the heaven is full of wonder, 
but letting it say its single, sweetly awful word to na. 

We found our way around behind the altar; we sat down on 
some projecting marble heads in the fece of the sculptured wall, 
and looked across, at the three painted windows that fill the 
eastern end ; each pane of glass of the ^ree hundred and fifty a 
scriptural stoiy, from some old picture, vivid in clearest blue 
and crimson, and purple, and green, and gold, — with soft rich 
shadowings of brown and gray, — with clear flesh tints of faces ; 
luminous, splendid, even in the decreasing light. 

We were all alone here for many minutes, with those Old 
and New Testimonies, through which the light came. What 
else has ever been kept in the world like those parables of the 
kingdom, those chronides of the dwelling of Glod in the earth 
among men ? 

We forgot about the time. The place grew dim ; but still 
the colors shone. All the day there was, gathered and streamed 
through them. The starlight and the moonlight would find 
Uiem in the long nights. The storm might make an absolute 
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darkness, but there would not he storm always, and as the stars 
and the moon waited above, and the sun wheeled round to a 
new, splendid rising, the blue and the crimson and the emerald 
and the gold of the pictured years and their mighty meanings 
would wait for new readings in the window set toward the East. 

An old priest came round from the sacristy, and said some- 
thing to us in Italian. We had risen and were standing to- 
gether, and we bowed respectfully, but very ignorantly, as he 
fiddresscd us, and continued as we were. Ho came back again 
across the great pavement, and repeated his words, of which we 
now caught enough to understand. They were shutting up the 
Cathedral. 

We hun-ied down through thickening gloom, along the solemn 
aisles. We came out upon the wide front pavement, and the 
long, shelving steps. We were in the rain again, and we gath- 
ered up our garments, spread our umbrellas, and picked our 
steps between the pools in the worn hollows of the stones, across 
the square and down the Corso. 

On the way, Margaret said lo me, — 

" Mamma wants to go to Venice. I would rather go straight 
down with you to Florence. If I were to ask her, — but I do 
not mean to ask her. Miss Patience. I have kept from her long 
enough. I mean to try to be something to her now. Only 
there is no particular good in it — as there might have been, — 
because now there is n't anything for me to gain," 

She said it just as simply as some people might have said the 
opposite thing. " There is no good in it, for it is all in the 
way of bettering myself." 

I do not think any final, far-off, second benefit ever shaped 
itself into a calculation with her, even enough to make her 
pi-ide refract. The condition put upon her action in the present 
years was what had chafed ; there was nothing now to rebel or 
Acquiesce in. She knew her pride had been the real thing to 
sacrifice ; in her true repentance she would fein have sacrificed 
it now. She would have made herself sweet and humble enough 
lo do something by which even some advantage might come to 
her again. But there was nothing of that sort to do. There- 
fore, there was no particular good in being good. Mrs, Kegis 
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had been talking vaguely of Venice, for some Jays past, but 
nothing had been settled. It was not even settle.l then that any 
of us were to leave as we did. But wo decided that night to go 
from Milan the next morning. Margaret and her mother to 
Venice ; we others to Florence. It was to be many weeks be- 
fore we should all be together as we had been. 

Just as we had been — and no more — we should not ever 
be. Because something had begun in our relations to each 
otlier that would still be going on ; and this piece of our lives 
must go on also. So much the more of each other, and not so 
much the less, we should have when the weeks were over. 

It was not a gap ; I have learned very well, long before now, 
that a place or a time in which I may feel concern is not a gap 
just because I may not be bodily in it. 

It did not turn out to be a gap in my knowledge and joining 
of things even ; I can put some of them together in the telling, 
as well, now, as if I had been there. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

"ALL THROUGH THE WORLD." 



. Mrs. Regis rested in that. Genera! R«shleigh was 
Siill bar friend. He was said to care little for women in a soci- 
ety way, and. to have been a man of few frioiidahips in these 
last dozen years that he had been fully and seriously a maa in 
a full and serious life. Margaret had refused him. It was not 
likely that he would think of marriage any more. "When that 
fever is over, other things take first, strong place. With eome 
men, money ; with some, name and power ; with some friend- 
ship and beneficence. And he had told her, at that last mo- 
ment, — that v&ry first moment of disappointment, which was 
more, — that her friendship was very dear to him. 

Mrs. Regis must rest in something. Slie did not know how 
to be miserable. Days must be smooth, — nights must be rest- 
ftil. Some people can give their lives for a love. And that 
does not mean always the mere easy thing of dying. It means 
facing a fact, — taking up a cross ; healing live flesh over a ball 
that cannot he probed for or extracted, — bearing it on into the 
years that remain, and living them through with keen, conscious 
pain at the undermost of everything; at best with astrong hand 
always hold down upon something that wottld spring and palpi- 
tiile into an agony if it were let go. 

Mrs. Regis must find an alternative to this, to live at all. 

He would come back to her. Friendships last when loves 
have to be got over. Margaret would marry. With herself noth- 
ing would change. She, and Paul Ruahleigh now, were be- 
yond that beginning of things in which people must marry or go 
away into separate lives. Ail the rest of her days might he 
rich with his regard, that might grow, — that shmdd gcov/, fyx 
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how much she might prove herself to him with her free, queenly 
womanhood and hor large power, — to a something thiit was 
neither son's love, nor brother's love, nor lover's love, biit the 
chivalry of a whole manhood that might, in differing circum- 
stances have been the very passion of either. She would yet 
be the woman of women to him. To be representative, — of 
charm, exquiaiteiiess, loftiness, tenderness, possible companion- 
ship, — to make a man think what it would be for her to have 
been sister, wife, mother, to anybody; what it was that she 
should be dear and sure friend to himself, — to a certwa temper 
of woman this is possession and satisfying. 

That it could not be if there wei-e bond or bar against utmost 
and exclusive relation is the subtle test of nature in it. 

They were both free, she and Paul Rushleigh. She could care 
for him so, she could so draw him to herself, without misgiving 
or overlooking. Let the years take care of the rest of it. The 
years and the forever ; for it all widens out before her, and sho 
is young in it. The birth of an affection is always the birth of 
a life, and the beginning of a forever. 

But how of Margaret, at her side ? How of easy chairs for 
everybody ? How was it in this with the woman who could not 
help herself to a favorite dish at table, tOl she had distributed to 
others even with careful exceeding, that she might be free to ap- 
propriate and enjoy her own part ; who gave away generously 
that conscience might not trouble her comfort in the things that 
were left? 

How of something that she might do for these other two lives 
before she rested in that alternative for her own ? 

It had been put into her mind how a word of explanation 
might be made to reaJih Paul Rushleigh. A word that might 
bring him ba«k ; or to which his answer would be an eager re- 
newal of what had been spoken just an hour too soon ; a new 
asking for a hope to wait in, to come ba«k to, by and by ? 

She could have been equal to it ; that curious nobility of hers 
that made conditions for her selfishness, and paid taxes for it in 
every little daily thing, would not have let her be easy now until 
she had paid this. Only for Margaret ; for her quietness and 
peace ; for her having come to her one day and said, " Mamma, 
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^ou were right, and I was mistaken ; it has ended for the best." 
And grown more cheerful afterward, as if, with the end of the 
old story, she put awny, finally, the trouble of it. 

More cheerful and more friendly ; as if she would make 
amends in kindness, in dutifulness. As if all were open now, 
between them, for a better confidence, a truer intimacy. No 
word or sign about Paul Ruahleigh, no seeking, in this new con- 
fidence, of counsels or comfort that way. That too, had ended 
for the best. It had been a part of the other ending. She had 
refused him because she had not loved him ; had not thought of 
loving anybody but the poor Harry Mackenzie, who took life as 
he would not take tailor's work ; who must he eerved to order 
with his coats and trousers, but to whom the worM was a slop- 
shop for vital concerns, in which he looked for circumstance and 
providing " ready-made ," 

She was a girl, as her step-mother had said ; she could give 
only a girl's fancy. And slie had not known how to fancy Paul 



What was there to call Paul Kushleigh back for? She 
watched Margaret, and she thought this honestly of her. She 
did not question her. Own motherhood would have done that. 
Own motherhood would have watched the child's heart as a 
deeper heart of its self. There is own motherhood that is not 
born motherhood ; and there is that of the flesh which is never 
completed in the spirit. But a real mother would have asked 
Margaret Regis questions. And a real child would have run 
straight to its mother's arms. There was where it dropped be- 
tween them and was, for a while, a lost end, that might have 
been unraveled. 

So two and three weeks went by, and Paul Ruahleigh was 
sailing up the Wile, or slowly traversing the hills of Benjamin 
and Judah, or the deep ravuies of the Jordan and the Dead Sea. 
It waa little use to send letters after him now. The door shut 
tself to, and the creak of it did not trouble Mrs. Regis any 

Until al last, one day, Margaret laid her hand upon the 
iafch. 
They had been to the Church of Santa Maria della Salute, 
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and afterwards to Salviati's for mosaics ; and late in the after 
noon were rowing round the Punta to see the sunset from ttie 
Guidecca. In the church they had found themselves suddenly 
side by side with the English clergyman they had played chess 
with at Lugano ; and in the Fahriccia they ha^l fallen in with 
a whgle party of American ladies who had. been on hoard the 
Nova Zemhla, and whom they had encountered aftei-ward at 
Lucerne. 

" How curiously people turn up, when one has once met 
them," Mrs. Regis had remarked. " You absolutely cannot lose 
anybody in Europe." 

" Or anywhere, I think, mamma," Margaret replied. " That 
b, people of the same order, who will be sure to come, sooner or 
later, to the same things.' We are of the traveler-order now, 
bound to see the churches and the pictures, and being of the 
woman-order too, to buy jewelry ; so of course we come across 
the rest of them. Switzerland — where we met everybody two 
months ago — is all poured down into Italy now. In the spring 
they '11 all drift back to Paris and London and the steamers. 

" There 's a comfort in it," she went on, I can think with what 
a slightly different tone, like a trace of effort, too, in the speak- 
ing ; as if she said out what her impulse would have been to 
keep to herself, hut which something diffei-ent admonished her 
not to hide away covetously or shyly in the old reserve. 
" There 's a comfort in it. If yoa can't drift away out of the 
current, from the travelers, you surely won't drift far away, 
very long, from the friends ; in the worid, — or out of the world 
If we are after the same things, the things will bring us togethei. 
I 'm sure Miss Patience would say that." 

" You have got a good deal from Miss Patience." 

" Yes, mamma. How different this water-world is from the 
worid of the mountains. And we have come so quickly from 
one into the other ! And how good it is that the whole world 
is ronnd, :ind does n't go on and on, over a great stretch, with no 
end either way. I'm sure, — Miss Patience would be sure, — 
that it means the same thing again." Margaret spoke slow, and 
softly. She could not be glib in giving up real thoughts, as she 
liad never been used to give them to her step-mother. But she 
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wanted if slie could, to give her something now, " To be some- 
thing to her," as she had said. She had come away with her, 
detaching herself from readier companionship, to try if there 
might some readiness come up between tliem ; to see if some of 
the old distnist and reserve that she had been sorry for might 
not be flung away. And of things she foond a " comfort in," 
did she not owe a part, if she could render it, to the same want 
that her own act had made for them, both ? For had she not 
sent away her mother's friend ? 

So she spoke of driftings, and meetings, and seekings of the 
same, — of the round world that east or west brings home 
again, — when she could not by any means have pronounced 
Panl Rushleigh's name. 

The sun was lowering behind the palaces of Venice, behind 
the far-off hills ; the water and the sky were rosy, — the oars 
dipped into light, and domes and towers stood np in it ; the day 
dropped close and lovingly upon the earth in pouring itself on 
around its rim. 

" Miss Patience and you seem very sure of things," smd Mrs. 
Kegis. " The world is a large round ; and there is a great up 
and down in it." 

"In thirteen hours there will be a sunrise ; and in a year the 
light goes everywhere ; — does n't it ? " 

Margaret added the last two words lightly, girlishly ; making 
ihe question ofl^et the grateness of the enunciation. "Yes, 
Miss Patience is sure , and she has made me feel sure. She 
has been the best of all thus time to me ; except " — 

She might have stopped or she might have said " almost " 
instead of "except," but her (ruth had its own way; it did 
not search about to pick "fafe words 

" Except what, Margaret ? " said Mrs. Ee^s. Aud with an 
instant instinct, would have caught hack her question. But she 
could only catch back the breath upon which it had been 

"Except, mamma," said Margaret, with a brave, sweet clear- 
ness, "what 1 sent away from me. What will come back again, 
tome day, and I shall wait for ; if I have to wait for it all 
through the world." 
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Perhaps Margaret would not have said it, but that she 
thought also she was promising back her mother's friend. 

Some day it should be all right for both. Some day, when 
the light that goes everywhere, came round. She could wait 
her year, though the year should be all her life. 

And now her mother knew. It was clear between them. 
She knew tbat in tbo might and reality of something that as- 
serted itself above all possible baser motive, Margaret was no 
longer afraid to please her, — to " be good ; " lest it should seem 
to be "for what she could get." 

They had come back, along the rosy water, and rounded the 
" Punta." Tliey had glided across the wide entrance of the 
Grand Canal again, and their gondola lay at the foot af the 
stairs of the Hotel Barbesi. 
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■ . . ■ What do yoii think was the first thing we did in 
Fioi-ence ? What do you tMnk wore the first worka of art we 
went to see? 

Patterns and wools of every lovely device and color in a 
little Freach shop on the Via Tomahuoni. And we each 
bought mateiTala, — Edith and I, — for a fascinating piece of 
needlework. 

Because we wanted something, as Emerj' Ann said, (a calm 
ilown over. Something to sit down with and make it seem like 
norao in the hig salon we had taken at the " Alleanza." When 
we had opened out our hooks, and put our pictures and little 
Swiss things iMund on tho tables, and hired ia a piano, and got 
roses and carnations in the vases and a pyramidal fire ia the 
triangular fire-place at one end, and the window open to the 
air and sunehiue at the other, — had "made the room chirpy" 
Edith said, — and had each chosen a chair and a corner and 
only wanted some worit to cuddle down and chirp over. For 
wo were quite determined always to have home, in the first 
place. We were determined to take the breath between things 
that no thinking creatui-e caJ» live without. Or rather, we were 
determined, since the soul-lungs are like the body-lungs, to take 
our inspirations in breaths and cot in whole atmospheres at 
once, which can't be done. 

We would get up and go to bed a whole week perhaps here 
in Florence, thinking to ourselves every now and then, " Just a 
little way off — we can walk out any morning to any one of 
them — are the Duomo and Giotto's Tower, and Ghiberti's 
great Brenze Gates ; there is the old Old Palace of the Lords 
pf Florence; there are iho galleries fall of Raphael's and An 
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gelico's and Titian's and Corregio's, and everybody's pictui'cs ; 
there are Micliael Angelo's sculptures ; there are' Galileo's tele- 
scopes and instruments, and fiescoes of the story of his life; 
there are these and a hundred other thiugs, that ages have piled 
up here, and that we can no more really take in all of, than we 
can live the ages. 

But because what we do take in we want to make a life of, 
and not a delirium, we will settle our own little place here, and 
make it warm to ua. We will get used to belonging, and to the 
fiiQcy of what we may do. We will rest till we are fresh for 
it ; we will have some pleasant little flnger-business to rest in. 
In some small feminine content we will forget, between times, 
that we are travelers ; then we will put up our work, and put 
on our boots, and go out for our waik or a drive, and to see 
Bomething, as we might at home ; and it will be along the sunny 
Arno and into the Uffizi Gallery, may be, to look at a picture, 
that we know already or that we know we want to know ; or it 
will be to cross over the Old Bi'idge and wander into the very 
street that Komola lived in, whose ancient buildings lift their 
black gloom along the river aide ; or perhaps, to follow the 
narrow, crooked maaes into tlie heart of the city, and find the 
house of the Buonaiottis, and see their frescoed history, and 
the sketches and studies and autographs of Michael Angelo. 

I think we felt richer, all along, in the things we might do, 
than in the things we checked off as done. 

" I like to have cake in the cupboard," s^d Emery Ann. 
" "Who ever heard of turning to, and eating up a whole batch, 
hot ? " 

Down at the dinner table, or in the general salon, we came 
into the world of the knowing ones; people who were always 
ready to overwhelm you with some old Perugiuo, or Masaccio, 
or Ghirlandajo, that you had not heard of yet ; among whom 
the talk ran like a kind of fugue, in which you could detect 
pretty well the week old and the yesterday people, by the parts 
they took. Oi' like a general recitative of the House that Jack 
built, adapted ; so that some would have only learned as far as, 
■ — This is the town where the Medicis reigned, and Michael 
ingelo lived and sculptured ; and others, away on, — these are 
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the statues that Michael Angelo wrought, and the pictures that 
Del Sarto painled, and the baa-reliefs Delia Robbia carved, 
and the frescoes Fra Angelico made, and the churches Bi-anel- 
leschi built} and these are the marbles of John of Bologna 
and the broneea of Beuvenufo Cellini in the Loggia that Or- 
cagna erected, — and these are the wonderftil points and touches 
in the statues and pictures and frescoes and carvings, and the 
things you have all of you got to discover in the churches and 
squares, and loggie and palaces, in the town where Michael An- 
gelo lived, and the Medicis reigned, and the Guelphs and Ghib- 
elljnea took their turns ; that the Emperor Charlemagne restored, 
and Attila conquered long ago, and nobody knows who founded, 

" I don't feel half qualified to flock and feed with ostriches," 
Stephen Holabird remarked one of those first nights, coming up 
into our quiet salon, where Vincenaio had just brought the bright 
moderator lamp, and " the Smile " had replenished the gay little 
fire, and the worsted work was lying about on the table among 
the guide-books. " The Smile " was a squat " little facchino " or 
man of burdens, who stoked for our side of the house, and was 
all smut, except where he beamed with a row of dazzling teeth 
at us every time he came in, like the sun out of a thunder-cloud. 

" Ostriches ? " repeated Edith, looking up at him ; thinking, 
meant something about the creams of the last 
!, and the walnuts of tlie dessert, which did n't quite hold 
out to our end of the table ; and rather wondering, for Stephen 
3ever seemed to care so very much about his eating. 

" Yes. Literally, as to their legs ; and figuratively as to their 
stomachs. People who can take in and digest seven churches 
in a day, and stand round to do it. I got awiully plucked to- 
night. Those three wise women came down upon me about the 
tombs of the Medicis, and Michael Angelo's Night and Morning ; 
and I didn't know the whole arrangement was in the Church of 
Sai>. Loren^jo, or that it was altogether anywhere. They just 
looked at me — as if I had never heard of the Ten Command- 
ments ! " 

" Like the woman that talked to me about "jade," this morn- 
ing," said Emery Ann, " She said there was such fine " yard " 
hi some ' palazzo ' or other ; and I amd that was comfortable, 
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when the streets were bo narrer-contracted ; and then slie looked 
BO disgusted at me, as if I 'd spoke toads to her di'monds, and it 
turned ont that she was talkia' about crockery ; some old-fashioned 
kind that I 'd never heard o£ She did n't explain it to me though ; 
she turned round and went on about it to another knowing one, 
and they aired their information at each other till I guess I madti 
out pretty much all they 'd picked up, and I war n't mortified a 
mite, either. My turn was only just come, you see ; and it came 
that way. I know 'jade' now; and Me^ did n't alwers. Yon 
can't be^n on a world, till you're bom into it, anyway; but 
there 's some folks that would n't let on they ever were born, if 
they died for it." 

"I get my fun out of it at the other end," siud Stephen, "It's 
no use ereryhody setting up for. the same style. There would 
not be any particular style about it. So when Lady Clara Very- 
very de Very asks me if I Ve seen Andrea del Sarto'a Madonna 
of the Sack, at the Annunziata, and if it is n't wonderfiil, I re- 
ply that the Sack is cert^uly most extr-o-rd'n'ry ; that there is 
evidently a monatroua deal in it; and then I inquire quite inno- 
cently, if she does n't think old Andrew wonld have made out a 
smarter thing if he 'd juat had the Sack, and let alone the Lady ? 
Aiid I'm sore she doesn't know a word about the story, or she 
would have come down in a pattering shower of ' ao very-very 
sad, to be sure, and yet so int'reating, his putting her into all his 
pictures ; really, so very-very touching.' But instead of that, 
she hushes up and lifts her chia in the Mr, just enough to go for 
dignity in case 1 did mean to be impertinent, which she is n't 
sure of; and I eat my soup until she or somebody else begins 
again with the Fanali, or the Tabernacles, or something." 

"Apropos, auntie," said Edith, "did you know that those 
pretty, graceful lanterns on the wide balcony over opposite, were 
after the i-eal old Florentine Fanali, — the special signs of the 
listtnguished hoiises, that only the very high families could 
have ? And that the beautiful house itself is a palace, and was 

given by Louis Napoleon to Countess , a great friend of his 

who lent him money when he was poor, and at whose hotel in 
Paris the arrangements were all made for the famous Coup 
d'Etat ? " 
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No ; I had not known, but I had recognized something 
stately-eiquisite in the unknowa sign. This Fanali are really 
lovely things wrought in light iron-work, projected from corners 
of palaces, or set, as these, upon high, slender shafts above the 
rails of balconies s with their delicate crowns and pendants, and 
their (inishin gspires, expressing in each artistic line the raying 
and upspringing of a light or flame, they almost illuminate with- 
out the touch of fire. They suggest their purpose ; they are a 
charming last elegance of completion ; they sparkle from the 
solid p.ouderousness, as if something gave you a live glance from 
out the old dead solemnity. 

Over here, upon this sunshiny, modern mansion that stands 
in its spacious gi'ounds fenced about with tall rails of gilded iron, 
they surmount the balustrades with an air of delicate superbness. 
No one could help but notice them, significant as human port or 
gesture of a subtile pride. 

People never know whom they are building for, or giving to ; 
we were all so daily obliged to Louis Napoleon for putting the 
lovely Palace just opposite our windows of the Alleanza. It was 
the only thing between us and the Arno ; for the Via Monte- 
hello runs parallel with the Lung Arno Nuova, and this house 
and grounds takes up the intervening square ; so that we got 
the space and the sunshine, as much as the full-dressed major- 
domo who seemed to be left in sole charge and enjoyment, and 
who opened the great saloon windows early of a morning and 
stepped fortli upon the stately balcony, while the rooms were 
airing, like Alexander Selkirk or a tame peacock. 

We look the Church of Santa Croce for our first intent of 
sight-seeing. 

We had been five days in Florence, quietly composing our- 
selves. We had been down to Viesaieux', and subscribed to the 
Library, and brought home Vasari's " Lives of the Painters," and 
" Eomola," and the " Life of Savonarola." We had been rp,adiug 
ourselves back a little, over our worsted work, into the atmos- 
phere and mood of tbe old City in its old Days. One wants a 
baptism, as weD as a birth. We were just born, as Emery Ann 
^had said, into (his world of Italy. We wanted some new pour- 
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mg of its water, some fresh anointing of ita otl, some gradual 
opening of our eyes into its different medium, before we could 
go forth and behold and understand and assimilate. Mean- 
while, daily, we astonished our fellow-pensioners, who chattered 
of so mttch that they had done, and demanded of us an accouat 
of our doing, by our persistent answers of " Nothing yet. We 
do not feel ready." 

I said that abont our first intent of seeing, because the mo- 
ment you move toward one seeing, among these old, full places, 
you find upon your path such a crowd of other things among 
which you cannot walk blindfold. There is a tumult of marvel 
snd interest that surges about you in great waves, among which 
fou can hardly catch your breatlL The tide breaks up around 
you from all the ocean of the past. Tou are smitten with a surf 
from far deeps that shines living in the light of the present. 

The meanings that cluster thick in the signs that every stone 
is full of, every wall and niche is made eloquent with, are too 
many to be taken any real note of, except here and there, when 
something interprets itself startlingly to you, and you know 
how all the rest must have been quick once with significance, as 
born from the thought and new from the hands of the builder. 
They only appear quaint, worn, confused, ugly enough, per- 
haps, to the hasty looking that is not seeing, — the sight seeker's 
glance that expects instant surprise and joy of a pleased and 
full admiring. I have seen a great many things, and much has 
spoken to me, since I came quite away, the forms of which stood 
mute and meaningless before me in the few minutes I had in 
their presence. I haye learned about them since, because I went 
about among them then. This, I think, is to us unlearned 
ones, the great use of travel. 

See now, this queer blotched, flat old la9ade of Santa Maria 
Novella ; Michael Angelo's " Bride ; " that we passed, driving 
through the dty that morning, and ti-aversing in our way the 
great piazza that is named from it. 

Ancient, battered, dull, — time and weatherworn, — it lifts it- 
self across the head of the pentagonal space which slopes away 
before it. 
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These grand old edifices bury their grandeur deep back often 
among crowding walls, showing a mere front only, along the 
public way, left unfinished and unadorned perliaps, for centuries 
, after the interior has been elaborated with all the glory of sculpt- 
ure, and made rich with pictures, and grown duslty and solemn 
in eveiy tint and curve with the shut air and the long shadow. 

Old as it looks, this facade has never been quite completed. 
But every bit of it has a meaning. Those curious curves that 
fill the angles, one on either side, between the deep frieze and 
the lower cornice, and look, — Edith said, — " like the walrus- 
shapes in geography books," — are the emblematic sails of the 
Eucellai, whose chapel occupies the right transept within. 
There are carven cii'des upon them, — that on the left only ia 
finished, — below which are ancient astronomical instruments 
fixed upon the wall ; a marble gnomon and two bronze armils. 
These last were for noting the lines of light, — the one at the 
esact noon point at the moment of the sun's reaching the me- 
ridian, — and the other, the equinoxes. There is a hole also, 
through the widl, made for the passage of a ray from the sun 
into the nave, where a mendian line was to have been graven 
upon tlie pavement, but was never done. 

This gathering and manifesting of the truths of the outward 
heaven, and treasuring their knowledges and observations in 
the same buildings where they enshrined their memorials of 
the inward iaith, and sought the shining from the inwai-d 
heaven ; where they made their altai-s toward the east, and lifted 
the cross toward the sun rising, seemed full of heautiful corre- 
spondence to me ; as if it came with a direct instinct, from the 
harmonies of the heavens and the earth that shall be, — that 
wait, unapprehended and unevolved, in the foreshadowing mys- 
teries of the heavens and the earth that now are, 

I think it was of a lovely ordering and relation, that Galileo 
divined the central law of the planets from the lamp that swung 
beneath the solemn dome of a great cathedral. 

There are fiided frescoes in lunettes over the door-ways ; dim, 
and not beautiful, until you stop to think what was put into 
them, and why. And J think that all any artist can do, — of 
the old days or the new, — is to make lines by which you can 
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run back into his thought, and follow that out again to the asking 
of the time which it ministered to ; and that, in this way only, 
the eai'Iy paintings, Btiff and queer, and half-finished, have their 
charm and value. 

Here, over the great entrance, is the processional Bearing of 
the Holy Sacrament into the church on a high holy day, — tho 
Corpus Christi; and before it kneels St, Dominick of the lily 
and the star, with the angels who ministered to him of the bread 
and wine of heaven. When you know the story of it, and see 
it put there with the typical pictured ceremony of the carrying 
the sign of the Presence into the Cathedral walla, — and when 
you find that the vanishing colors over the other dooi^waya, 
represented Aaron with the manna, and Melchisedok with the 
bread of the old mystic sacrament offered to Abraham, — you 
catch a sentence of the language the pnmal church was always 
speaking to her children, showing them the things of the king- 
dom of heaven. 

And these are the things I look for continually, trying rather 
to understand the spirit that was in the world and made the liv- 
ingness of works, than to search out the technicalities and chro- 
nologies of art-history and craft. 

We came, without looking for it, down the Via Cerretani, into 
the Place of the Dome. Giotto's Tower stood up into the blue 
height like a miracle. Its perfect lines rear their lovely paral- 
lels, carrying the thought op with them in a half-comprehended 
wonder and delight, till they pause short in full power and bold- 
ness, and show you suddenly why you wondered and delighted. 

" There is a't any great marvel in a steeple," said Emery Ann ; 
" it runs np to a point, natural enough, and the end of it is the 
end. But that might have dumb forever ! " 

" There was to have been a pyramid," said Edith, who had 
turned to her little " Florence Hand Book," while we stopped 
the carriage to gaze and enjoy, " That would have carried 
it twenty-eight metres more." 

"It was a Providence they did n't put it on!" said Emery 
Ann. 

The clear, beautiful colors of the many marbles ; — the col- 
nmued corners, deep-grooved with slender paueliugs in 
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nig stones ; — the cornices and mouldings between th» storiea 
rich with foilings ; — the tall, delicate gothic windows with their 
light mullion bars, and arches, and balustrades ; the one upper 
window in each side especially —- wide and high and with ex- 
quisite dividing pillar-threads — thrown open freest to where 
the topmost light comes in ; down below, the niches with the 
statues of the evangelists, the s^nts, the prophets and the 
sibyls, four on each of the four sides, — under these, the bas- 
reliefe of the Virtues, the Sacraments, the Works of Mercy, and 
the Beatitudes, in the diamonded panels, and still beneath, the 
hexagons with the story of human progress in the carvings, 
from the first age to the art and science of Grecian cultivation, 

— here was a glory of speech again like the utterances of the 
marbles at Milan ; rhymed to an inward liarmony through the 
outward law of a measure that the rhymei-8 hardly knew as they 
handled. Philosophy, Astronomy, Geometry, Music ; the nat- 
ural ear and understanding ; then the word of the Spirit to the 
life of man ; the obediences, the virtues, the love and the Bene- 
dictions ; after these, the seers of vision, the layers-hold of rev- 
elations, — the thrones and the powers of prophecy and saint- 
hood. And the Building — that springs up out of these founda- 
tions in humanity, and stands fair and grand, eternal in the 
heaven ! 

I talked aboat this afterward with Miss Euphrasia. She saw 
what I did in it, slie rejoiced especially in the degrees ; the sepa- 
I'ate marked heights, — of the structure ; lines and divisions, — 
all of beauty and fitness, — that showed the steps and ranks of 
attainment upward. 

The Miss Homers tell us in their book of Florence, that Mr- 
Ferguson objects, artistically, to this. " How can he," I asked 
of Miss Euphi-asia, " with the right instinct of art, — when the 
trutli is in it ? " 

" Many people would say," she answered mo, " that the truth 
of the thing, as we thi|ik we find it, is a very pretty fancy ; but 
fts to its being the real iact through whose vitality and actual- 
ness the stones were put one upon another, — had to be put, by 
a law of expression, — all that would be to them less than &ncy 

— mere fantasy." 
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" But it 19 there ! " I cried. " It holds together. It is all 
that does hold together. Without it, the masonry is nothing,— 
would fall apart, — would have refused to be buiMed. They 
had to follow the meaning, as the lapidary haa to follow the 
line of cleavage when he shapes a jewel ! " 

" They do not know the word that goes forth into the ends of 
the earth," said Mias Euphrasia, quietly. " And that there can be 
neither speech nor language nor -u y s g , where the voice is not 
heard." 

"Except the Lord bu Id the ho e they labor in vain that 
build it" The words cime instantly n my mind and touched 
themselves in that iutemil se se wl cl is the deepest literal, to 
what Miss Euphrasia had quote 1 

Another time, when I was alone, I turned to them in the be- 
ginniug of one of those Psalms of David, that were made for 
" songs of degrees." I paused over that old heading, wonder- 
ing what the whole meaning of it was, that they should have 
been so appointed and used. And then something more flashed 
upon me and made me see, with such a great fullness, — what 
David, father of Solomon the Builder — must have seen ; what 
runs gloriously, wondrously, through all these fifteen Psalms, 
that the Priests and the Levites used to sing as they went up the 
steps into the temple. That in the first and last, in the upper 
and lower life, in iW. the degrees of the building, — one thought 
flows through, one intent and blessing ; from Him who is the 
First and Last. 

It is in the promise to them that " fear the Lord," that recog- 
nize Him. Even the form of the outer living shall be built in 
a serene and gracious order " as a city that is compact together." 
It is io the prophecies of redeeming for the nation ; — They shall 
eat of the labor of their hands ; the wife shall be as a fruitful 
vine; the children shall he lUte olive plants. " The Lord shall 
bless them out of Zioii, and they shall see the good of Jerusalem 
^11 the diys of their life There shall be peace in Jerusalem) 

prosperity within hpr walls ind palaces." When a " place " is 
found ou' to the Loid a hibitation for the mighty God of 

Tliis 1 the New Tti I'uilera the order of the inv^ard and the 
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ontward ; tSij flowing down from the highest into the least, — 
from the Head even to the feet. 

The precious ointment upon the head, that ran down upon the 
beai-d, eyen Aaron's beard, that went down to the sltirts of his 
garments : " As the dew of Hermon that descended from the 
mouutaina of Zion, for there the Lord commanded blessing, even 
life for evermore." 

It is so full, Eose, that it cau neither be said aor written 
out. It can only be touched in points of light, that leap and 
answer to each other. It shone here, and it shone there, as I 
read, and thought, and the answer came to me that this truly, — 
in al! the world and in the life Gtod means to make in it, — is the 
divine Song of his Degrees. 

We did not stay that morning to study the Great Bronze 
Doors in the Baptistery, over ag^nst the beautiful Tower, 
neither did we enter either of the three buildings then ; but iu 
the order of place and of my telling ever to you, and in the or- 
der of thought as they all seem to me and join together now, 
they come in here so obviously, tliat I must just go on with the 
bits I can say about them. 

That again is a good of not telling things just as fast as I do 
them, which is often quite out of the right succession into which 
they come in their realities, after I have gathered them together, 
and they have somewhat interpreted themselves and each other. 
Which reminds me of how much all that we live works in the 
same way, ranging itself in its essential relation and economy, 
not at all always according to the synchronism iu days and years. 
As the Bible words do, also, and the stories and signs written 
out in the Bible ; answering each other and finishing their sig- 
nificances across the generations ; which is the wonder and the 
wholeness of the Word of God. 

These great works of men prove themselves after the self-same 
law ; scai'cely any were conceived and executed in a human unity 
of time and purpose ; the single thought of a single man hardly 
ever runs through one of them from beginning to end. They 
vere interrupted, shifted from hand to hand, — the technical de- 
sigQ" were changed ; but through al! lived and persisted that 
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which had to be said by them ; the thought which was above 
and beyond any one man's entire ordering. 

Giotto meant to have had a spire upon the summit of the 
Campanile, but \\.Jlnished itself v/it\iOXit the spire, in the hands 
of Gaddi. He saw that it was done, as sometimes, with an in- 
stant touch or word, and an inspiration to perceive that it has 
ended, a great man finishes that which he has to write, or paint, 
or say, with a flinging down of brush or pen, or a sublime sur- 
prise of aiieace. 

Life itself, I think, with all the press and pain of its durance 
and relinquishing, must end so, sometimes. 

-Perhaps the last mere human experience of the Lord was 
that blessed marveling that overswept him at the culmination of 
his agony, and broke forth in the high, ?udden ecstasy of " It is 
finished ! " 

The Three Bronze Doors were not made and numbered in 
the order of their real argument. A hundred years after Andrea 
Pisano had wrought out the history of John the Baptist, comes 
Ghibeiti with his marvelous thought for the "Gate of Para- 
dise," which was set towards the east. He begins with the 
creation of men upon the earth, and carries on through his fen 
reliefs, the time-types of event, ^ the Sin, the Flood, the Faith- 
dawning in Abraham, the Divine Leading and Overruling in the 
Story of Joseph, the Lawgiving, the Conquering of Joshua, the 
uprising of David, — to the glory of the wisdom of Solomon, 
and the coming before him of the Saboan Queen, 

There it stops. Over it stands the Wisdom that is to be 
made manifest, between the figure of the Baptist who poui's the 
water-chrism upon his head, and a winged celestial presence 
waiting on his right hand. 

And they call this, which is the Gate of the Beginning, the 
" Second Door," because it was carven in the fifteenth century, 
und the other had been finished in thirteen hundred and thirty. 

The other is the Life of John, The Priest struck dumb in 
his office, because of the Voice that was to come. 

The women whom the divine Hope drew one toward the 
other. The Birth ; the Naming, as the " gracious gifl. of G^d ; " 
the Crying and Preaching ; the Eapdaing. The llecognition of 
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the HoUeat who already stood among them. The rehuke of sin 
in the high place to the yery face of the Herod of the time. 
The Prison ; the steadfast Prophesying ; tlie Eeheadal. The 
obtaining of the head, and the Borial of the body by them who 
had believed. 

This is the story of the world's arousal to the truth that 
accuses, that overthrows, that commands repentance, that smites 
with fear and shame, and washes with tears, because the coming 
of the Highest is at hand ; it is the legend of the Second Door 
that opens for the world. 

Around this gate is lovely fi'ame-work of ajl sweet growth of 
life and fruit, and forms of birds that come and lodge in the 
branches. Above it is the solemn sculpture of what always has 
to be that such a gate may be flung wide, — the martyrdom of 
the Prophet. 

And the last Door is that by which all men may enter, and 
go in and out and find pasture. It is the Divine Life on earth, 
from the Annunciation to Mary, to the Descent of the Holy 
Ghost. Above its twenty panels of most deep and delicate and 
intricate relief, framed in with foliage and forms of living creat- 
ures, among which look forth the images and faces of Prophets, 
Sibyls, Evangelists, Fathers, is set again the figure of the 
"greatest Prophet bom of woman" — the Forerunner —be- 
tween a Pharisee and a, Sadducee , preaching to them the Word 
of Preparation. 

And all this stands in the noisy city square, where the com- 
mon crowd hustles to and fto, tnd the wind blows dust into the 
precious bronzes ; and opposite is the unfinished and many 
times abandoned fa9ade of the Duomo, roughly boarded up; but 
above, in the clear air, run the tair, triumphant lines and awing 
the full voiced bells of Giotto's Campanile ; and the great roun< 
of the Cathedral i-oof swells up over tike housetops, — the greater 
that it is but just above, and seems so to rest and brood among 
them ; and into this church of the Baptist come all the mothera 
of Florence with every little child that is born there, that they 
may be named in tho name of the Father and of the Son and of 
the Holy Ghost, 

It is the visible Heart of the great, old City. 
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J die Piazza della Signoria we stopped at Fenzi's and 
r letters. Margaret's from Venice was among them, tell- 
ing me something — directly and indirectly — of what I have 
written a little way back ; the going on of the story that seems 
to have stood still in the middle, as nevertheless no hmnan story 

Margaret told me of their goings and comings ; of their fall- 
ing in with the people they knew ; of the words of her talk with 
her mother that grew out of that ; the rest of it I know, because 
I was there. There, in the human heart and expeiience of it, 
in which I knew Mrs. Regis as well as If she were myself; as 
fihe is indeed a cerUun piece of my possible self, carried out in 
other circumstances, else I never should have known her at a!l. 
In which by the same rule I know Margaret ; who is a higher, 
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in all things. She had entered into the world, f wl i h 
being and so her love, was. She had found out th t f 

the soul ; this certain shining that illummates all th h tl 
husk of circumstance, — the inevitable might of th ^ wth th t 
shall be, — the power of the substantial and endless life. 

She was reading there in Venice just such things as I was 
reading here ; as my mind was full of when her letter came 
into my hands Just such things, also, as — whatever text or 
script of the woild might he before bim — Paul Eushleigh would 
be spelling from Sphmi or Pyramid, or listening out in the 
sweet and solemn husii laid like a loving memory of God upon 
the unchanged Mount of Olives or the Galilean Sea. 
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"Tlie world isfull of it," she said, "and lam so glad to think 
myself into some company with those who find it So glad to 
iiavo some little sign in me that I am 'minding the same things,' 
the things that certainly do teep us together." 

It was the wonder of the " stones of Venice," that she had 
been telling me of, right after that proud owning of herself in 
what she had said to her mother. Not the faintest gasp of a 
spirit-weariness, the merest sigh of a complaint; not even any 
deploring of mistake, or any dwelling upon the troublous pause, 
as if things had or could pause in a trouble. Just a living 
straight on, in noblest confidence that there was no mistake, no 
stopping. A discerning of life with an insight that, close upon 
5fty years, I Iiad just begun to hold with certainty. 

Had I been trying to /lelp this child, — to teach her any- 
thing ? In the glory of her youth, that was like angelhood, she 
stood straight up in the light, and saw, and laid hold for herself, 
as only the first sight, cleai'ed from the blessed beginning, can 
see ; as only the chUd hand, in its purity, can grasp. I thought 
of " They n ho teek Me earlj " There is a vista through the 
wilderness thit is all open and beautiful, seen from the first 
right turn afterward ne may search for it with pain, and 
teai's, and bewiideiment 

" These sculptures, ' she said " are like Creation. They are 
so full of crowding, exquisite, patiunt detail. It is as if these 
carvers had the whole truth to tell, no matter whether men 
ever came to read it oi not And the great gateway — the 
magnificent portals, — all rich with einblema and ornament — 
that are only opened for some very seldom and wonderful en- 
tering in, — under which we go through little included leaves, — 
they put me in mind of what waits to open, by and by, or once 
in a while, iu the living that is made to last so long and for so 
many, and that though we go in and out by litUe doors mean- 
while, we may see them all " lifted up " some time, and the 
King of Glory ' coming in. 

" Tou see, I send you the big pieces, dear Miss Patience. 
Von have given me so many ! " 
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CHAPTER XV. 
INVENTIO CRUCI3. 



.... Santa Ckooe is the building up of a single thought, 
Be is the chijrch in Milan " to the Virgin that aviseth." 

It is tlie tinding and the lifting up in the world's wilderness of 
the Tree of Life that was for the healing of the nations. 

For the True Cross,' you know, that the Empress Helena 
found (led by a Judas, too, to the hill of finding), was, in the 
legend, the tree that had been growing from the very beginning 
of the Deed on earth ; planted by seeds from heaven, on tlie 
death of Adam, — laid under the tongue that had tasted the for- 
bidden thing, and springing thenee, a sign here and there of 
work and of healing, through the days of prophecy and waiting 
and unconsciousness, in which it was kept for the day of its 
sacred rising; the Day of the Suffering of the Son of Man, and 
the Finishing of the Redemption 

Fitly enough, in the gieat squirt? before the cathedral, stands 
the statue of Dante, the poet of Hell and Puigitory and Para- 
dise, White and grand, with the lions at the pedestal-corners, 
and the eagle at his feet, — signs of the evangels, made since 
into signs for the banners and tlie arms of states. 

At every step in these realms of sign, where art has made 
tangible all the thoughts of the ages, one is stopped by the links 
that reach back and lock together. 

The Man, the Lion, the Bull, the Eagle ; the four creatures in 
the vision of Ezekiel, that were given for types by the church 
to Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, and taken afterwai-d for 
emblems by cities and empires that built themselves up under 
their name^ for patrons. 

The Man or Angel, sign of tlie Incarnation, for him who 
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tells the simplest human history of Christ, — who ^ves also 
the full, simple, beautiful word, for human living, — the Sermon 
on the Mount ; the Evangelist of feet and precept. 

The Lion, symbol of the Resurrection, from the old fable that 
his young are born detid, and that after three days he resuscitates 
them by his breath or his roar ; this for the writer who be^ns 
with the Voici; crying in the Wilderness : Eepent and live again, 
ye children, for the kingdom of the living is at hand. Who goes 
straightway, then, info tlie stories of restoring ; the healing, the 
cleansings, the castings out, the liftings up from palsy and fever, 
the power on earth that forgave sins hy saying to them who 
were dying of their trespasses, Rise up and walk ! Go into your 
house, — the body of your living that is given back to you again ! 

The Ox or BuUock for Priesthood and Sacrifice, put for Luke, 
the setter-forth of the High Priesthood of the Lord. 

The Eagle for John, the Apostle of Inspiration, looking stead- 
fast into the light, and flying straight toward the face of the sun. 
And with yet another symbolism, I think, of the Lord's own 
giving, that people have forgotten to interpret or to make much 
account of. The symbol of the divine instinct for every coming 
of the Son of Man, and toward all the life of Ills kingdom, by 
which always, " wheresoever tlie body is, thither shall the eagles 
be gathered together." 

And so through the adopting and wearing of the nations, and 
the crowning by the ages of the seer at whose feet the scutcheons 
are laid down, they come back with their primal tokens ; em- 
blems of the heavenly seeing, and the crying out of the vision, 
from the desolate places, into the hearnig of the world. 

We stood on the broad pavement between the statue and the 
temple, and we read the marble fronting of the church. 

Pull of signs; the spheres, the triangles, the trefoils; the 
arches pointed up over the door-ways, so that still in each a 
sculptured arc lies within the two lines of three that would 
snfold a perfect circle ; the crosses graven in the side gable ; the 
^eat one borne by bronze angels that surmounts the apex of 
thereof; the Madonna Addolorata, — Lady of Grief, — Mother- 
Tenderaess which suffers over all suffering, — and waits above 
all waiting ueed, — standing above the adornment of the central 
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entrance, the ElevaUon of the Cross in bas-relief. A g'oi'J' ot 
angels around the cross in the heavens ; below, humanity in its 
miseries, reaching and gazing to the Help. On either hand, 
above the lesser doors, the Vision of Constantine, and the Finil- 
iiig. AH parts of the one Story, repeated also in everything 
shaped and shrined within the house, from the frescoes in Choir 
and Sacristy, and the colossal crucifix of Cimabue, to the little 
ci-ucifix of Donatello in the last chape! of the left transept, con- 
cerning wliich lie said, humbly, when lie bad seen that of his 
friend and critic, "It is given to Bi-unellescbi to represent a 
Christ, to me a boor, only." Not thinking, as we think now, 
looking at his work kept for a bette: memoual thnn be knew, — 
"Truly, thy self-abandonment wis the representing, thy little 
ciTwifix presents the Christ indeed " 

Out on the pavement, I looked long at that sculpture of the 
miraculous "Invention;" that testmg of the true cioss out of 
the three, by the women healed with iVi touch — the dead m m 
raised, who was being carried by to buriil Found by its 
power. 

"It is all they can ever know it by though they miv dig up 
from their sepulchres a thousand other histories and knowledges," 

I thought I spoke to Edith, who had been beside me. Some 
one answered me as if answering a stranger ; " I thank you, that 
is precisely what it has been saying to me." 

I looked up, and found that the lady by my side was Miss 
Euphrasia. 

Yea, tliat was how the thing that keeps happening had hap- 
pened again, " Minding the same things." We do not lose 
each other on this wide, wonderful " Other Side." There is no- 
where that we ever shall lose. We shall be always finding by 
the same sure way. 

We waited till we got home, — for Misa Euphrasia was at 
the Hotel Corona d'ltalia, next door to us, — before we asked 
and told of the between, and the what next ; we entered gladly 
into the now in which we met. 

We returned to the old legend together. The Tree of Ijife 
that was planted, with Adam's burial, to he the Tree of Sacrifice, 
4ud so, forever, the Tree of Life again. 
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"Aa He toH us all life must be," said Miss Eaplirasia. 
"Every son of man must suffer many things; must even be 
slaiD, to be raised again tlie tiiird day. But wlioso loseth his 
life for that sake shall find it. The life is in the cross ; and the 
cross has always been in the world ; the holy, saving thing of it." 

" This tree of the true cross was the tree flung into the water 
of Marali, to sweeten it, the story says," said Edith, who was 
with us now, inside the church, studying out the old frescoes in 
the apse. 

" Yes, you see it was a tree that had to be thrown in ; a thing 
with life in it ; a growing thing ; not a stone, or a clod," said 
IMiss Euphrasia. "It was the heathen fable, that chained Pro- 
metheus to a rock. Not that the rock or the earth is dead ; it 
nolds the living strength in it ; but that which the earth ' brings 
forth ' is the ' tree bearing fruit after its kind.' Tliat which life 
in US brings forth, — our doing and beai'ing, — becomes our life, 
the fibre of us ; it was to the wood of a tree that the Son of 
Man was bound ; the tree of a human life and suffering ; witli 
nailing through hands and feet that went the way and did the 
work of his obedience in it ; and the wood of a tree became the 
sign of sacrifice and saving." 

" The story says again that it was a rod of that tree with 
which Moses smote the rock without calling upon God, and so 
was forbidden himself to enter the Promised Land." I said to 
her, " That fiightens one, to think how terrible it may be to 
nse (he power of life that is given in us, to touch things with ; 
even to strike out the truth that is in them, as of our own 
selves." 

" It makes one half afraid to strike at all," said Edith. 

"Except as we take the rod from before the Lord," said IVIiss 
Euphrasia. " And remember that every rod of power is a stem 
of the cross, and bear it so." 

" It brings us back to the finding" I said. " What is given 
into one's hands is so often a foretelling of what is to be laid . 

" Have you heard from Margaret Eegis lately ? "- asked Miss 
Euphrasia It seemed like a sudden turn ; to herself, perhaps 
But I felt tlie hidden line that drew her that way. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



tlO SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS. 

" Yes," I told her. " I have a letter from her in my pocket 
She is among the stones of Venice. And she has found her 
cross; and she is alive with the touch of it; and it is beautiful 
in her hands." 

We had walked across the chance), before tiie altar. We 
had turned into a little chapel in which a picture hung thiit 
stopped me short. 

A cross, standing up, dark and strong, in a great gloom- A 
figure of a man, in a friar's robe, home up in the gloom, ilt iting 
as if upon it, his arms stretched out toward the arms of the 
thing he sees in his vision. It was the picture of an ecstasy of 
Saint Francis of Assisi. 

We all stood before the panting, that had but one thing to 
tell, and told it mightily. 

" I wonder how people can talk as if it were a gay thing, 
this goicg round among the eights ! " said Edith to Stephen 
Holahird, who had been very <j^uiet all the morning. 

"I thiult sight-seeing is the solemnest thing I ever did," said 
Stephen, with a gravity that covered itself by aa odd pretense 
of irony. 

" But ail chm'ches are not Santa Croce," said Miss Eu- 
phrasia, 

" And all seein' is n't signs," said Emery Ann. 

There were two more things I must just tell you of. Two 
pictures of the Virgin, in chapels near the alter on the other 
Bide. 

One is an Assumption by Allori ; not the assumption of 
heavenly majesty, it seemed to me ; not the rising to be Queen 
of Heaven ; but the Mother going, at last, to her joy. She floats 
Tipward with a beautiful, rapturous iace, and a bounding motion, 
as if she had risen from the earth with a spring of ecstacy and 
release; her crimson robe, color of love and joy, — swelling 
softly about her, seems to bear her up and enfold her with a liv- 
ing warmth and splendor of beatitude. It is the Glorified 
Mother ascending to meet her Glorifled Child. It is the 
Bpiitheosis of all motherhood, of all human love that has borne 
the sword-pioi'cing, and endured unto the end. 
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The other pictui-e completes the thought, and supplemeats it 
with yet a higher. It is Giotto's Coronatioo. The young iace 
in it striicli me instautly. It ia not here the Sorrowful Mother, 
on whose head the Saviour sets the crown ; not the woman worn 
with pain and years, who fainted at the foot of the cross ; it ia 
not, even, as the Mother alone. He crowns her. She is the 
Bride, the Lamb's Wife. She stands for the Church by whom 
the Christ comes into the world, and remains ; of whose faithful 
aoula the Lord declares, " Whoso loveth and doeth the will, the 
same is my brother, and sister, and mother." All relationships 
join and are fulfilled in the one Love ; all the types gather to 
the one reality and pour themselves back to Him who crowns 
them with life eternal in his kingdom. 

This was a day of rich and happy surprises. When we camo 
back iats, to rest aud dress for dinner, there were fresh names 
upon the visitors' board in the little rotunda of the Aileaaza, — 
a navy list — of officers' wives and daughters j fourteen navy 
ladies had come in a body from Nice, merry and tearful, jolly 
and grumbling, as navy ladies learn to be. The American ships 
had been ordered suddenly to the Coast of Cuba, because of the 
Spanish fuss. They had arrived late last night at the " Corona," 
and this morning half a dozen of them had spilled over into the 
Alleanza. 

Mrs. Goldthwaite, — Stephen Holabird's sister Barbara, — 
had left a message for him with the porter, and he rushed off to 
her room, where he found her, he said, pacing like a panther 
between her door and window, in a frantic watching for him to 
come. 

'' What else had I to do, you know ?" she said. " I had un- 
packed everything, and put on my best long-tailed black siljc 
and my Genoese gold things, and dressed Bud up to the smother- 
ing point in a rose colored sash, and there we were, kept on the 
hob, with the surprise all simmering down. It is the worst thing 
m the world to keep ; it 's like waffles, or omelette souffl^e." 

Mrs. Barbara Goldthwaite is full of a sweet impetuous-heart- 
edness that brims over in fun and nonsense. And Mrs. Barbai'a 
Goldthwflite't little Rosebud is a two year's old joke in golden 
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curls, for whom her pride might feel to the young mother like a 
fooliehness, and her tenderness almost a paio, if she did ii't 
just in self-defense turn them into whimsicality. So too with 
her wifely joys and anxieties, which she cannot keep down or 

" Think of fourteen of us, left gasping there like fish ont of 
water; and then packed off all in one box like a lot of sar- 
dines," she said, with a quick little tremble in her laugh, and 
her full glittering thi'ough bright, wet eyes, " I wish they would 
annex Cuba,- — and everything else; and then just anchor the 
Katahdin and the rest of the navy along shore to keep 'em an- 
nexed ! " 

Miss Euphrasia went to Kome two days after. 
' In the meanwhile I had just one S7iatch of talk with her in 
which we could say anything ahout Margaret 

" The old engagement has beeu ended ; Harry Mackenzie has 
married suddenly, 1 hear." 

" Tes, and Paul Eushleigh does not know ; and Margaret 
has refused him for conscience sake, and he has gone off to the 
East." 

There was a room full of people ; I spoke fast while there 
was talking and laughing near. 

" But Paul Rushleigh is not in the East ! I had a letter from 
him from Palermo within a week. He has been traveling in 

Sicily, and is coming back to Naples and Eome. Major 

died at Malta a month ago." 

" And you will see him, perhaps ? Or you will be writing to 
him, at any rate ? " I- spoke exdtedly. Possibilities rnshed 

But in a minute they did not look quite so possible. Miss 
Euphrasia answered me quietly. 

" He only wrot© to tell me about climate and hotels, and those 
things. He remembered very kindly what I and my little 
winter cough would be in search of, and what T had wanted to 
know- And the letter went to the English bankers first. But if 
I should see him, and if he sliould talk with me, — we must wait 
for these things, you know ; — what is it, after all, dear Miss 
Patience?" 
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" He does not know that she is free ; that it was a mistake," 
I said. " She did not liiiow, herself" 

I can put the comma there, in writing it. But fhei'e is no 
proof-reading of speech, and I doubt if it got to Miss Euphra- 
sia'a noticing. 

I thought of it afterward, rememheriog that her sweet face 
looked grave as she heard me, aud soraetliing between her and 
myself — I could scarcely tell in which of us — made me feel 
again the hindrance in the nature of things that had cliecked 
my impulse when I first spoke to Mrs. Regis, and she had 
answered me, — "I cannot take it back for her. Miss Strong ! " 

I suppose even Miss Euphrasia would think that JIargaret 
ought to have " known herself." And I was afraid I had not 
put that comma in. 

The great dinner bell was. ringing as I had spoken, aad every- 
body began to mo^e. Miss Euphrasia was sitting witli us 
with her bonnet on, having stopped to call on her way home 
to the Corona. She got up and walked with us among all the 
crowding, chattering people, up the steep, odd narrow passage 
that is just like a little street sidewalk inside of a house, and in 
feet seems to lead up hill between two houses tliat are joined 
together for the Pension dell' Alleanza; and when we came to 
the Rotunda and the door-way, she bade us good-night and went 
out. There was no chance for any more ; even if it had come 
to me then, or next day when she looked in to say good-bye, — 

However she knew the chief things ; that Margaret was free 
from the old history ; and that in the new she had found and 
taken up her cross. 

And these were the tilings that I hoped somehow would be 
borne round to the knowledge of Paul Unshleigh, How could 
I suppose, then, that that comma, through Miss Euphrasia's 
missing of it, would make any difference to him ? 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

CONVENIENCK 



.... We had nearly a fortnight after this, again, of a very 
quiet time, in which tlie sighta, for the most part, waited. 

Edith had taken a cold in Santa Croce, and our new friend, 
Mrs. Goldthwaite, was occupied with her little child, who had 
been ailiog at Nice, and who had several days of really alarm- 
ing illness after thdr arrivsd in Florence. 

The weather was very keen. The two climates of Florence, 
. — that of the shady and that of the sunny side, — struggled to- 
gether in the same streets. The long narrow thoroughfares be- 
tween the old tall buildings in the heart of the city were just 
tunnels for the Tramontana tu rush through ; the poor women 
sat in their door-ways or at their chestnut stalls, with their little 
" scaldinos " npon their laps, keeping their fingers warm over 
them as they knitted; or passed you in the way, holding them 
by their hig round bails under their aprons. The little eaVthen 
vessel, with its burning charcoal, is hearth and home to the poorer 
sort, here in these Italian cities, where they do not recognize the 
winter that yet pounces down in fierce ^usts upon them. From 
these cold, dark ventiducts you may come out suddenly upon a 
bright warm corner of an open square, where basketfuls of car- 
nations and tuberoses and violets are selliug ; and out ou the 
Lung 'Amo it is like a day in early June at home, when you 
find your clothing suddenly too warm and heavy ; and the glow 
of light on river and pavement smites back with a white dazzla 
upon your ey^. 

We went on with our books and our worsted work, — Edith 
is doing a great heap of violets with deep green clustering leaves, 
on a cream-white ground, for a cushion for her mother's draw- 
ing room ; — .and we took our painting lessons from bewiti'hing 
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little Madame Tecchi, wlio always came in lat« and flushed aDcI 
lovely fiom her morning's work among the " atngeels " in the 
"gal^rie;" and Edith and Stephen did their Italian esei-dsea 
with Signorina Bianchi; and as the cold woro off, the old Ab- 
bate came back to the eingiug lessons ; — to the " Mia Madrc," 
Bnd " Vergin' Rosa," — and the flery iateijected admonition, 
" With all your sold, mademoiselle ! Now ! with all your soid.' " 
at the cnlminatittg passages of power and pathos; and then 
when it was over, to make the regular little low bow, with a 
sweep of his di-opped eyelids and his derical hat at the same 
time and in the same curve, as he bade "buon gionio" to us 
aJl, and drew the line again that separated him from all soul 
and presence escept in the recognitions of courtesy and the ful- 
filling of his set vocation. 

Emery Ann was very sober and absorbed tn these days over 
the " Life of Savonarola," " There was good yeast enough in 
him," she said one afternoon as she shut the book. " I don't 
see why the whole three measures was n't leavened tliat time." 

" It has to be three measures of meal" I answered. " Three 
measures of stones, or even of grain in the husks, — would n't 
leaven, you know." 

" No, nor meal in a cold night away from the fire," she said, 
perceiving and assenting. " There 's two pai'ta to it, and more, 
finally. But that 's what puzzles me. Why ain't the. Lord look- 
ing out for both sides at the same time, you see ? A woman 
has to, when she mixes things," 

" Don't you forget some of your ' more, linallies,' Miss Emery 
Ann ? " asked Barbara Goldthwmte, who was sitting with us. 
" It is an overaight mixing, you know. It is n't morning yet 
And perhaps the great world measures are n't even all stirred 

" That 's so," said Emery Ann, and went back, peacefully, 
into the fifteenth centuiy. 

I was trying to copy in water-colors an oil painting of the 
head of Raphael's Madonna del Gran Duca, in the Pitti, 
Madame Tecchi had bi'ought it to me, and assured me I could do 
it " verra naicc." And very nice work I found it. I think I 
know more about Raphael's pictures, — and about all the won- 
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derfiil old simplicities in pictures, — for the studying of that one 
aalm, aweet fiice, and the infinitude of tints and touches that had 
to make — and define — the quietness of it. Tameness, I might 
have called it, — as I have called dozens of Madonna faces tame 
— if, I had not been set to work at it It would have been so 
much easier to make it something else ! Juet as it would a tame 
life, you know ! 

It was a good fortnight ; a laying up of readiness. I did not 
dare to tell people that I spent those in-door mornings when tiiey 
were learning art and paying homage in the galleries, trying to 
make a picture ; trying to copy Raphael. But then you don't 
always tell people what you have been attempting on your small 
personal account in the world, instead of fathoming the last 
" Science Monthly," or posting yourself ii> politics, or going to 
a Social Reform Conyention or even what little Sabbaths of your 
own you kept the Sundays that you stayed away from church. 

I am very sure, I say, that I got farther in, toward where 
Raphael had been beyond the world, by doing imperfectly a 
little bit with al! my might myself, than I should have got by 
crying " Master ! Master ! " before his miracles, for a twelve- 
month. 

It was a good fortnight, getting acquainted with Barbara Gold- 
tbwaite and her baby. They are better, after all, than the painted 
Madonnas. They are the very, beautiful thing itself, — the 
Mo ther-and-Child- Story, — that the old artists looked about to 
And, in the real, in tJieir day, before they ever dared to paint it. 
The Lord is always telling it over again ; always putting into a 
human miracle-play that coming of Himself into his world, 
which is a fresh possibility and hope with every little child that 

I had two letters from Miss Euphrasia and one more from 
Margaret toward the end of the time. Miss Euphrasia was 
stopping at Siena. She found it pleasant there for climate and 
for quiet; and she told me of Sodoma'a frescoes, of the sweet 
musical Tuscan speech, of the Gothic architecture. But not 
yet anything more of Paul Rushleigh, except that she had heard 
from him as still at Rome, very busy with the ArcbfeoJogical So- 
ciety and its excursions. These were keeping him there ; he 
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would very likely stay all winter. How did he know, I thought, 
what was keeping him there ? I grew quiet ahout any small 
interfereuce that I had been uneasy for. I put my fingera on 
the little map of Italy in my Baedeker. I touched Venezia, 
Firenze, Siena, Eoma. I could dasp them all. Black lines 
marked the chain of swift rails that joined them. And through 
the air ran fine telegraph threads, aud the post rushed to and 
fro daily, scattering white messages and printed news ; and the 
crowds were drifting up and down. No ; there was no far sep- 
arateness, no hopeless missifig. People would be kept, aud sent. 
Lives and their links are not UDorganiaed, unarranged for, where 
every commonest doing folia into aare system, and plays in an 
inevitable convenience. 

Convenience. That is Emery Ann's word, in its purest ety- 
mology, yet ianocently of all word-science. The coming to- 
gether of things; the "never raining without a pour;" the 
gravitation of events. 

We were " in the middle of a convenience " these two Wiieks, 
although part of it, indeed, aeemed to slip away before the rest 
began. There are no perfect convenience in this world ; none, 
at least, so pettily perfect that we can see round them. The 
world itself can't be seen round. The biggest map you can 
make of it is a hemisphere. Because of its absolute con-ven- 
ience ; its entire central consistence. Because there is but one 
actual stand-point, you seem to have antipodes. 

Miss Euphrasia had come and gone, — on her way toward 
Paul Koshleigh ; holding in her hand a thi-ead of communica- 
tion, that, — spite of my iaith that if it had not been that, it 
would have been, at the real need and fitting, some other ; and 
if itself the line of the Lord's own engineering, no cable stronger 
or more surely flung, — seemed the slight, critical, hair-flbre 
upon which all that concerned these two might hang ; by whose 
breaking or non-joining, everything might drift away again into 
a deeper and longer uncertainty, 

I was holding my breath, as it were, in my letters to Siena, 
lest I should sway disastrously, the cobweb thread. I did not 
dare say " Rome " in my writing to Venice, off there in the 
north ; I sat between, listening both ways. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



118 SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS. 

When, all at once, as we were going out through the green 
iittle arcade of the Alleauza entrance, one morning, Margaret 
Ilegis and her step-mother met us face to face, coming in 
through tlie Iron gate-way. 

" Margaret ! " 

"Edith!" 

" Dear Miss Patience ! " 

" Back from Venice I " 

" Yes ; last night" 

"And your rooms?" 

" At Hotel "Vlttoria." 

" We came down at once to find you. Tou are going out ? " 

" So nice that we had not gone ! " 

" We wanted you ! " Margaret wliispered among the quickly 
interchanged sentences. 

" It was getting very cold at Venice," Mrs. Regis said. 

She looked paler, I could see, than when she had left us. 

" Mamma did not feel as if Venice suited her, at last," smd 
Margaret, as we passed hack into the little salon. 

Barbara Goldthwaite had slipped away, and taken Stephen 
with her, after the first greeting and introduction. 

" We will leave the Utfizi till another day," she said. 
" Stevie and I will just go and look at the mosaics iti the Acci- 
ajoli, — and perhaps walk out on the Ponte Vecchio. We '11 
all find each other again at lunch." 

Barhara Goldthwaite is never in the way, a minute; she 
never blunders in her taot. But Stephen laughs about her old 
blunders, and Huntueas, — the same thing, I iancy, — when she 
was blundering up to what she is now. 

" That was because," Barbara says, " I drove my screws with 
) hammer. I had n't got my whole tool-box then." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 
BIADONNA DEL CARDELLINO. 



.... Thbt " wanted me." And yet they did not say why ; 
or anything aboat it. But I do take that sort of wanting to 
mean a great deal. It was tlie way raother used to want me, 
when she would say, from her room aca'osd to mine, — "Are you 
there, Pashie?" "Tes, mother; would you like anything?" 
" That 'a all ; jusfc to know that you are handy." And how con- 
tented-sweet she made the woi'da sound ! 

Those iittle things are what make me sure, to-day, that she 
is " there." And " that is all." Just to know it. Why that is 
all there is between God and us, even. 

We went, eH together, to the Uffizi gallery the next morn- 
ing. 

I had an hour first, after breakfast, at my Madonna. How 
nice it is getting up to pleasant work that you have put by the 
night before ! How nice the buay Mondays are, even, after the 
Sunday stops ! The last part of the verse about them that "die 
in the Lord," is the beauty of it, and has the promise to our liv- 
ing natmes "They rest" — not "cei'Je -—from their labors, — 
and then " works do folloio them " Phit is the Rest of God ; 
the evenmg and the moining that make his Days, after which 
He created ours The piuse that is only poise ; and then the 
brightness and the hettemess of the beginning again. You 
begin farther on, Uwajfl You have gone a little way, some- 
how, while you seemed to be altogether stopping; and your 
work has followed you. You and it have ripened in the night. 

I must tell you a little hit, now I have happened upon it, 
shout those Florence mornings. 

Certainly, it was more like death and the resurrection than 
the ordinary analogue of sleep and waking, — that going into 
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tbe little stone bedrooms, dark and chill, — the very walls ra- 
diating a smiting colcl upon us notwithstanding the fires we al- 
ways kindled, — out of oiir cheery salon that had been warm 
all day with a wood blaze, and a. sun blaze, and our new busy- 
ness ; creeping into what we called our " cataialques," — the nar- 
row, high, str^ht-draperied single beds, where we were glad to 
draw the woolen damask across and pin it together as close as 
its dimensions would allow, and where many a night Emery 
Ann has slept with a veil on, because " her nose waked her up 
with the nip in the end of it ; " and then the shine and the stir 
beginning gay and broad about us ; the clear blue filling the win- 
Sow panes, and for a trumpet of awakening, the cries of " Eng- 
lish bread" and "chestnuts," and the man who invariably began 
his shout of " Hear me sneeze ! " at the first dawn, and overbore 
everybody's else with it until all the breakfast fires were sup- 
posed to be lighted. We never could make anything else out of 
it, we heard it so distinct in our own tongue ; though we soon 
found out that he was a match-seller, and that his call was really 
"Fiammiceri! Fiamm/ceri! " 

There was another that burst tremendously and peremptorily 
upon our eare one morning, and that was as " plain as day," 
Emery Ann said ; which is n't so nonsensical as you might make 
it out, since plain is plain, whether to sight or heai'ing ; and 
clear is cleai-, in different ways, though jou might n't say that 
erab-apple jelly was aa clear as a bell. I wish I knew what 
the vender really did vociferate ; no doubt it would make it 
still funnier ; but he went up and down, like an ofiicial of some 
S. F. P. C. T. A. (or ever so much more of it in Italian) ; 
ordering, " Give that horse-sorae-meafc ! G^-ue-thaffhorse-some- 
of-that-roasc-beef ! " And another piped shrilly and plaintively, 
" Hen lost I hen lost in the hay ! " 

How could one help it, you see? One's tongue is also one's 
natural ear; and has been since the days of tlie hearing of the 
Parthians and the Cretans and tlie Mesopotamiana ; and will 
be, — yes I in that real morning when we shall wake up to just 
what we have known before, and nothing different, ihougli it 
^me by the voice of Gabriel I 

Emery Ann, being truly of tlie Saints, is of the first rising. 
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r bear her go stealthily through the shuttered darkness of the 
Balon, across to Edith's room, arid I know she is busy at the re- 
fractory little corner lire-place, setting the sticks carefully on 
end in a cone, the only way they will burn, and putting the 
kindlings in the middle; and then she steals forth again, leav- 
ing a gentle sound of crackling behind her, and gets at the big 
ger chimney triangle of the salon. 

Then I say gently, "Coaxing up the crater, Emery Ann?" 

" Yes, I 've jast touched off Etna, and now I 've begun oi. 
Vesuvius ! " 

And presently they roar cheerfully, with half a basket of 
wood apiece at three francs the basket, and she puts back the 
Bhutters, and the day is begun. 

We ring for Vincenzio, when we are ready for our breakfest; 
and he brings us on a tray, hot coffee, eggs, and petits pains, 
with three piinta of saltless butter. Emery Ann "hrades" 
these last with the essential condiment, and we put down the 
rolls to brown and crisp upon the hearth. We sit round the 
corner, with our feet converging toward the fire, and the table 
behind us from which we help ourselves into our plates set in 

After breakfast, and the sending away, upon certain days, 
Emery Ann locks the door upon Vincenzio; and enacts a mys- 
tery. She produces a broom from within a wardrobe, and a 
dusf^pau from trndei' a sideboard ; a handful of salt from a bag 
in the big willow basket, whei'ewith she sows tlie carpet — 
dusty with years in which there have been no shakings, — and 
enters strmghtway into her Paradise of cleansing. " Making," 
as she says, " square corners, instead of round," 

After which Edith and I, emerging from our bedrooms again, 
Bet out the photographs and arrange the flowers, and the piles 
of books, and put the "chirpy" look to everything. 

Vincenzio caught us all at it one morning, when he came 
back suddenly, — a deliberate suddenness, I believe, — witli the 
unimpeachable and exasperating " Est-ce que vous avez sonud, 
madame ? " And he never respected us much after that, but 
answei-ed us when we did ring with an air of half insolent, half 
perplexed consciousness that there was some mistake in oui' 
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mutual positions ; though we ilid occupy a salon, and use the 
dear Italian fii'e-wood with so truly aa American freedom. 

Until one day, he came up, actually pale, with the card of 

" La Principessa M nee C ," and the announcement, as 

if it were of a cyclone or a flood, that could not be helped, but 
that must overwhelm us at its pleasure, " Et, madame, ello 
rtonte, — Ji present ! " 

I met her quietly at the doov, — I had taken a note of intro- 
duction to her fi'om our dear Dr. J , at home, — she is in- 
terested in certain things that he knew 1 could tell her about, — 
and I was expecting her to come; — and Vincenzio disappeared 
with wide eyes and a suppressed gasp, and waited upon ua from 
that time forth with an obsequious acceptation of a mystery 
which he despaii'ed of com preh ending, but which was clearly 
acquitted of all ignominy. " But these are always so queer, 
these Americans ! " I suppose he said to himself. 

We took up the life of Florence together, letting our own 
life, in its quiet, unspoken consciousness, run on underneath 
and we went down to the XJffizi. 

"WTiat is (^n(?" says Emery Ann, toiling up breathless to 
the great landing between the double staircases with the hun- 
dred and twenty-six steps, and stopping before, or beneath, an 
ancient sculpture all knots and twists of naked muscle. 

"That — is 'An Athlete,' " replied Stephen, glancing at his 
" Guide." " A man of strength. An old time combatant." 

" I should think so," panted the eicellent woman. " And a 
good place for him I Though you don't need the hint, finally, 
from anything but your own muscles, coming up here I " 

A great, black Mars, in basalt, and a Bacchus, lift them- 
selves iu opposite corners, grandly ; and underneath, the tender 
little life of flowers, — the breath of to-day, and yet a mightier 
presence in that vital breath, — fills the air and the sight with 
pleasantness, where an old man sits selling violets, carnations, 
ind tuberoses, to the comers up and down. 

Through the vestibule, full of Medicis, — Lawrence the Mag- 
nificent, the Cosmos, Cardinal Leopold, and the rest; Roman 
emperors and gods, a wild boar, a fierce, strong horse, and othet 
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great beasts in marble, — we got into the eastern corridor aad 
Btood at the north end of its vast length, among the pictures of 
Cimabue and Giotto, and the old Sieneee painters; stiff, quaint, 
sweet ; with great intents in their rudimental lines, great, rev- 
erent care in their patient finish, hoiy and blessed conceptions 
far beyond, bat inextricable from their rigid attitudes and group- 
ings- 
Yon feel yourself, among them, in company with the first in- 
tense, realizing apprehensions of a Divinenesa that had come 
into the world close before their time in it, with the touch of 
which their time was warm. I think it needs nothing better 
than to pass from the presence of these old Eomans and their 
deities, their men of strength and their wild beasts, to these pure 
Virgins listening to the first promise of a coming Eedemption, 
— these Madonnas rejoicing and worshiping above the cradled 
Child, — these scenes on the Mount of Olives, — in the Garden, 
at the Cross, — these raptured Saints of the new Revelation, — 
to make one see, as by the line of color where a sweet, fresb 
stream flows down with power into a troubled one, — that into 
a wild, base, self-darkened, stormy, material world, had come, at 
a definite point in hbtory, a sudden, strange Peace and Good 
Will, that could be nothing less than a gospel from beyond it 

Not quite half-way down the long gallery-stretch, stands, on 
the left, before yon come to the double doors that lead into the 
lovely Tribune, — the Tabernacle of Fra Angelico, with its 
great leaves apart, npon whose panels within are painted Saint 
Mark of the Lion, and John, the Voice of the Wilderness ; at 
the back the central pictnre of the Holy Mother and the Child, 
whose word is for the raising of the world i and about them, as 
a celestial halo, the frame-work of the tender " incomparable 
sweet" angels, that are copied everywhere, and, — I had almost 
said, — never copied. Because how can common artist, with 
common pigments, get through line and shadow and ever so 
I'arefully mixed tint, what came into the soul of John of Fiesole 
by prayer? 

The tender depth of the eyes, their very outward carves of 
lid and orbit louched with such strong softness, — the gentle 
bro'\ s and the wonderful blessedness that broadens them ; — 
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the hmt like sun -fil amen ts ; — the clear tccgne of flame that at 
once springs from and descends upon eacb forehead at the part- 
ing of the locks, — the golden and purple and crimson wings ; — 
the uplifted, or softly clasping, or dropping arms, with trumpet, 
or cymbals, or viol, or tambour, or drum, or harp ; — the robes 
of heavenly coloi-s, — rose, or blue, or green, or violet ; or chaste, 
sweet brown, with saffron lights, that I thought loveliest of all, -^ 
folding and floating about the figures with some glad motion or 
ecstatic rest interpreted in every line ; — the feet, shod with a 
self-same glory as the glory of the raiment, set upon clouds that 
ipbear while they are pressed upon ; — from head to foot each 
s, in all these, a beautiful apocalypse, perfect in every type of 
form, and radiant with the meanings of hearen. 

I must tell you here, where it seems most fitly to belong, 
that there is one painter in Florence, — and that is why I only 
"almost" said that Fru, Giovanni's angels are never copied, — 
who puts upon paper, in marvelous acquareJla, the very visions 
of Angelico himself; which must be, yet, his own present visions 
also, — and so, not copied, after all, and I said true. You can- 
not thinli of paint as you look at them ; you cannot even think 
ol things; the faces are spirit ; the robes are color, — not col- 
ored stufi^; light and presence are before you, but they come 
neither of, nor to, the touch ; any more than do his exquisite 
flowers, that are bom seemingly, as i-eal flowers are that appari- 
tion themselves out of the unseen, — stopping on the very 
threshold, but balf-mateviallEed, — the nearest things in uature 
to the super-nature. 

Almost the intensest pleasure, — not the deepest or grandest, 
of course, but the keenest, in its moment and way, — that I had 
in Floi'once, I had in Rocohi's studio. 

From the Tabernacle we were moved to find our way as 
straight as might be, to the Hall of the Ancient Masters, to see 
in direct sequence with this the Blessed Angelico'a work of the 
Virgin's Coronation, before which we stood in an amaze at the 
breadth of glory which possessed him, when he got and seized 
and held the glimpse of that sea of angel faces, — that thronging 
High-Court of Heaven, blossoming tier above tier in raptures 
and sweetnesses, and still tumults of joy, like the infinite Celes- 
tial Rose of Dante's Paradise. 
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To get there, we weat tliroiiglithe Tribune. We pulled apart 
the silent swinging doors, anrl entered the little octagon hall, 
full of pictures, full of people, full of restrained light, that threw 
Boft untraceable shade, full of silence, of an absorbed hush, a 
Blow-breathing awe and dehght. For tere are things that make 
the new, rushing world stand still, in presence of what an older, 
slower, mightier world did. 

I was just turning, drawn by the one purest, brightest mai-vel 
of the place, — to where at the left as we came in, one easel held 
the picture, most fair in color, shining upon you that waj the 
moment you appi-oach, yet faii'er in its deep, graeioas sign, — 
Raphael's Madonna of the Goldfinch, — when a curious, start- 
ling, smothered sound from Emery Ann behind me, and her 
violent turning round and pushing at the door agaiji, turned me 
about in anxiety. " What is it, Emery Ann ? Is anything the 
Blatter? Where are you going?" I said hurriedly, is I fol- 
lowed her. 

" Let me out ! " was all her answer, as she struggled at the 
second door, and escaped into the gallery. Here she made 
straight for a bench upon the opposite side, sat heiself down 
upon it with a jounce, as one has seen a child set down into a 
Bafe and penitential place out of some mischief, and covered up 
her fac« with her hands. Her old forehead was as red as flame. 

I was fiightened. I thought of apoplexy, or something. I 
began at her bonnet strings. 

" Let me alone," she said. " It ain't me 1 It 's them .' " Was 
the dear old thing gone crazy ? 

I tried a severe authoritativeness, " Emery Ann Tudor ! 
What?" 

" It dn't to be spoken of. Not an identical stitch on ! " with 
a hollow horror, was all she could say. She did not know that 
two or thi-ee of the others had come around her, or she would 
not have said that. 

A queer, abashed lojk stole over Stephen's face, and he 
walked away from us. Edith, from some sympathetic certainty, 
had stayed by the door, and as Stephen returned toward her, 
she moved down a little and began gazing at a " Credi." 

"It is the Titiatis, — -the Veiiuses," said Margaret with a 
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r[uict directness ; but the pure blood mounted to her cheek also. 
" Why will they let them be there ? " 

1 had not seen them. That was my good fortune, happening 
to turn as I entered, and catching glimpse of the sweet gloi'y of 
Raphael- 

" But you ha¥e n't found out what else is there," I said, com- 
forting Emery Ann, pei'suaaively. " I had just come straight upon 
a beautiful — heavenly thing ! " 

" Forzino," she gasped, wretchedly. " But I could u't have 
the fttfle — my gracious! It would put a Hottentot out of 
countenance !" she broke forth again, indignantly. 

" Don't look ! That is not necessary. Come stnight to the 
beautiful picture with me." 

" Not look ! as if folks could know who 7iad n't looked ! I 
wouldn't be there, again, five minutes, for a farm ! " 

" But this fuss, dear Emery Ann, is n't it worse ? " I vent- 
ured, gently. 

" Don't make it, then. I 'II stay here." 

A lady, well, yes, — a Massachusetts lady, — though I don't 
for a minute allow her to represent Massachusetts, or its art- 
culture, any more than I let those Titians stand to me for the 
genius of picture ; a woman of energetic, and it seemed to me 
rather recent, enthusiasm in these things ; a Mrs. Megilp, who 
had met Barbara Goldthwaite somewhere, once, — had attached 
herself to our party. They two, also, stood by. 

" Why one never thinks of such a thing 1 " said at last, with 
high, superior dignity, the cool festhetic dame, who had stared, 
thus far, a little aloof, at Emery Anu's absurdity. " It never 

" Never occurs to you, ma'am ? What does occur to you ? " 

"The art; the beauty; the inspiration; the wonder of the 
coloring ; the " — 

"I wish there was a man here, for a minute, to say the 
ievil.' " interrupted Emery Ann, furious. 

" One does not descend to the devil," retorted the sublime 
disciple with an emphasized calmness, and apparently having 
quite the better, in word and temper, for the instant. "One 
loses," she eontlnued, addressing Barbara and me now, as if 
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quite done with Emery Ann, — " One loses the literaloess, 
don't you think, — the subject, indeed, — in the mastership of 
the art ? It suggests to rae notliing but itself," concluded the 
woman of self-eliminating imagination, 

" Which scai'cely says so very much for the art, after all, 
perhaps," remarked Barbara Goldthwaite. 

Emery Ann choked. I turned to look at her, with new aur- 
piise. A new mood had come over her ; the tears were starting ; 
her fcice was working curiously in her battle to keep them back, 
but there was a deep, pitiful sorrow having its way suddenly, in 
which the queer twitch and down-drawing of her eyebrows and 
her homely, good mouth failed to look ridiculous. " I can't help 
it, and it don't signify ! " she said, iialf laughing at herself. 

" Hysterical ! " observed the EBsthetie lady, with a mansard- 
roof expression, and tore herself away. 

" It was the very thing Savinasralow tried to burn up out of 
the world three hundred years ago," moaned Emery Ann. 
" And here it is, kep' over till now, and women comin' from 
Boston to look at it! More, finally. Actually to make a 
kind of piousness out of it. 'T won't do to do anything but fell 
down and worship the brazen image that Neppercutnuzzer the 
King has sot up ! " 

I did not know what more to say to her. I was very glad to 
see Edith and Stephen Holabird walking up the gallery again 
toward us. 

"We are going to the little Room of Gems, Miss Emery 
Ann," said Stephen. " Tou will be delighted with the crystals 
and tlio lapis lazuli, and the gold things. There is a head cut 
out of a turquoise with diamond eyes. Won't you come ? " 

" It sounds like a kind of a safe place," whispered the hai-d 
bestead Puritan woman, to me, wiping her eyes, and hushing 
herself up like the same unlucky child she had set down so 
hard upon the bench, — " And I suppose I 've got to go some- 
wheres." 

Margaret and Barhai-a and I went hack to the Madonna del 
CardelJino. 

But I must turn wholly away now, from the episode of our 
mterruption, as we did from what Barbara called the Veni, and 
put the dear little Goldfinch into a quite separate paragraph. 
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For the Goldfinch, — the little, fluttormg hird, — in the 
hand of the infant Baptist, — is the centre, as it is tho name, 
of the holy, exquisite mjth-pictui-e. 

Mary has an open book in her hand ; is it for her own pon- 
dering, or has she just been teaching the Boy something of that 
whicl) is already written ? The Boy whom it became from the 
beginning to fulflll all order and righteousness ; to grow in 
stature and in knowledge, though He came forth from the eter- 
nity of the Father's own greatness and wisdom? 

The little John brings a bird in his hand. He holds it forth 
to the Christ- cousin, a living word, as if he were feeling even 
then that the interpretation of all life, the baptism of inner fire, 
were wmting in that baby Presence to meet and touch the least 
forms into an electric power and recognition. One thinks that 
he might often come so, with a flower, an insect, a grass-blade, 
a shining stone; each new wonder that his child seaixjh en- 
countered in the new, wonderful world. 

But the large, tender look iii the Christ-eyes ! The brood- 
ing, cherishing, protecting gesture ■^oi the little hand, as He 
turns from Mary's knee and holds it bent above the tiny 
creature ! 

" Not one of these shall fall to the ground witJiout your 
Father ! " 

The Father in Him says the word; as plainly as that Son of 
Man spoke it afterward to the Tweh e 

I cannot tell you the full Divineneas, that seem? to lighten 
and flow forth fiom the fice into the att "1 would gather 
you I " " Ye aie of more value chtn miny of these ' " Your 
Father feedeth them, skill He not muchmoie fei,djou?" It 
b the Lord, touthed with His own sign, moved with the show- 
ing of His own dear meanings in the thing He has created. 
* Could ye not read it when I have put it there so plain ? If I 
have given you earthly things and ye comprehend them not, 
how shall ye understand when I come to tell you of heavenly 
things ? 

Mary's robe — blue, beautiful, glowing-soft ■ — is like the 
depth of heaven, — the lovely fullness of the mystery that 
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1 NEW MONNA BRIGIDA. 



I DID not tell I 1 yiiiiUttl C li t t bi i 
M»ico was the aftemooa we went there 1 c»refiilly ^i« lei 
3gainet her hading out beforehand We ill spoke of it as the 
Museum of St. Mil k n hich she not ben g given at all to the 
Btudy of the guide bojlis but just going where she mai taken, 
and seeing as it were the passing as it C'wne i!ong did not 
tssoGitte with the monastery of the Dominican she had been 
reading so earnestly about who thundered at the vices of 
pne'.ts ai d princes sco iiged at the beasts m the Temple 
jreachfd like inother John tohisPngnori and persualed the 
people to bum their trinkets their falsities lai fnppeties of 
dress and their elegant immoralities of art in the public squares. 
I liad a feeling that I should like to have her really come upon 
the central interest of the plaee with an unprepared, and so un- 
spoiled feeling. The expecting of an impression, even in the 
things most vital to ourselves, is so often the quenching of the 
posaibiiity ; Emery Ann should not be disappointed of this, that 
would be so great to her. 

We had come at a wrong hour, — or upon a wrong day ; it 
was a festa, or something ; after a cold drive, and the dismissal 
of our voiture, we knocked at the great cloistei' gate, to be told 
b) a charmingly pretty little dark-eyed portiere, that " non si 
iascia entraie" But Margaret's graceful persuasion in some 
bits of Italiin, and a five-franc piece from Stephen, let in our 
warty, -ind one or two more, though the heavy barrier was 
swung to in the faces of another advancing group, who would 
willingly ha\e taken advantage of the opening. 

Shall we ever forget the cold at the place that day ? It was 
Ike the chill of al! the dead centuries. I assure you, Edse, the 
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shrine pilgrims, with peas in their shoes, are not to be named 
above us, who have taken the winlor months for our art and 
Iiero pilgrimage through the churches, and palaces, and galleries 
of this hi'ight, old, dusty, hlossoming, wonderful, piachiug, pei'- 
ishing Florence ! 

The Last Supper of Ghirlandajo covers the end wall in the 
empty little refectory at the foot of the great stairs. We were 
put in there to wonder. We stood and did it after oar different 

A peacock with folded, trailing feathers, sits upon the lodge 
of an open window in the Supper Koom, in the picture. Two 
cats, — I think it was, — occupied the foreground. I was look- 
ing at these and trying to think why it was such an almost in- 
variable thing with the old painters, to put some such animals 
into the most sacred ncenes, when Stephen Holabird asked the 
question. 

"It doesn't sound reverential, — but — in the name of all 
that is, why eats ? Does anybody know ? " 

Suddenly it seemed to me that I did know. Something made 
me think of the little goldfinch in the Madonna picture. Of 
the living things that are put into the world, made part and par- 
cel of its reality, signs and outcomes of its higher and deeper 
ranges. Moving in the line of our own living, having to do, 
mutoly and disregarded, but not insignificantly, with its in- 
tensest scenes. Is n't it because — 

Margaret Regis interrupted my thinking, and finished it. 

" The dogs eat of the crumbs that fall from the table," she 

That was it. The Divine coming into the world to save the 
world, to sup with it, to suffer with it, reaches oven to the low- 
est. The Supper is for them also. Every spirit is to receive, — 
" in its own order." 

And the Peacock with its folded glories following afier, is for 
the immortality that the mortal shall put on. 

Also, dear friend, the eyes, — the insights ! The living creat- 
ures " full of eyes," before and behind ! The mysteries of time 
made dear and beautiful in the vision of the hereafter ! The 
'ife eternal, — that is to know the things the Father doeth, and 
Ihe Christ He doeth them by ! 
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Up tlie stMrs, and along the great corridors, whose walls were 
once all aflame with heavenly phantasms ft'Om Fra Angelico's 
soul and pencil, and where the softened colors now seem to tell 
how the heatifie visions are Ming out of a world gone back 
into its poor, positive living, — we came to the Gallei'j of the 
Banners ; where in the rainbow light of all the colors of Italy, 
— the silken splendor of its many flags, that, draped about their 
gilded and burnished staves, lean forward from the walls to 
make the stately aveuue of approach, — looks forth from its 
throned repose in the far, deep end, the face of Dante in white 
marble. 

Set here at last, with the tardy homage of tho centuries bend- 
ing about it in these ensigns of every city and guild that bring 
tlieir honor to him in tikis Florence that sent him out a wan- 
derer upon the laud, almost six hnndred years ago. 

The stillness, the radiance, the long remoteness of the room 
are strangely impresave. He holds mute, splendid court here ; 
and strangers from the new side of the planet, that he never 
dreamed of, — for fleshly habitation, — come softly into the 
presence of the seer who dreamed out Hell and Paradise ; and 
planted his Purgatorio — who knows with what blind prophecy 
of the long, hard working out of human weird ? — upon their 
hemisphere. 

In and out of little cells ; looking in at the double chambers, 
where Cosmo of (he Medici had his oftentime habitation, — lin- 
gering in Angelico's own, where stands his Madonna of the 
Star with the light raying all about her, and the holy Child 
just sweetly cuddled in her neck as her cheek leans down upon 
the little head laid there so baby-like and tender, — we kept on, 
Emery Ann not yet knowing, or putting the clews together, — 
we had seen so many Angelicos and Bartolommeos everywhere 
before ; — and at last, in the two small stone-walled closets, with 
their narrow clefts of window looking down upon the city, — 
with the desk and the manuscripts, ~ the glass case with the 
hair shirt in it, — the crueifls:, — the old picture of his own mar- 
tyrdom, aitd his portrait, we stood where the soul of Savonarola 
had, in the body, stood, and knelt, and mightily mused and 
struggled, and had \e£t a presence in the very air to meet na at 
this hour. 
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Whether it were thb presence, which had verily put a soul 
in things, or a certain unspoken awe that touched her feeling, 
from the feeling of us who knew, — Emery Aun, as she came 
in, stopped short in the middle of the first tiny apartment, gave 
a glance about her, and without a single object having cleai'Iy 
interpreted itself or beeu yet alluded to, caught me by the arm 
und whispered, — "What is there — sr whatever wa« there — 

" Why, what makes you think to ask ? " I returned, follow- 
ing with a keen interest my own experiment " These are all 
oells of monks who lived here ij''ce. This museum was an old 
convent." 

" But somebody, I 'm sure, did something here. It kind of 
creeps through me. Who was it ? " 

" Jerome Savonarola. Those are his writings. That is his 
crucifix. That " — 

But Emery Ann had started awny. Rushed for a step or 
two ; as far as she could rush, in the narrow plaee. As far as 
she could get, away from any other pei-son in our little group. 
She stood still, with her back to us, just within the door-way 
we had entered by, her face toward the side wall. As if there 
had been a picture there to look at, where there was nothing. 

"It ain't fit!" I heard her say, under hex- breath, presently, 
as I waited. And she marched forth into the corridor. 

Stephen and the ^rls and Barbara GJoldthwaite were talking 
together in the inner cell. Not chattering ; but yet, it seemed 
to me, somehow, as if there ought to be silence. And Emery 
Ann, I think could not bear it. That, and something else, 
also which wis most pathetically queer. 

She had been following up the Life of Savino/rolow, as she 
persists m calling him, with Mrs. Lewes's " Eomola," which I 
put into hei hands afterward. Her. unspoiled imagination had 
earned hei mto that great romance, as if she had lived that life 
among the Florentine damea and their quickenings of conscience 
undet the new, strong preaching in the old republic I had 
a'ked her one day, slily, what she thonght of Monna Brigida 
»nd her friend Monna Ecrta. 

" They was fools ! " she answered, with that energy in which 
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lier syntax so aublimely swamped. " Folks in story-booka 
always is. You want so to get behind 'em and give 'cm a siiove, 
when they won't do such a little easy thing that their ^eiy 'iouls 
depends oa ! And you can't ; any more than you could hehind 
a woman in a looking-glass 1 " And there, all at once, she hid 
hushed herself^ and turned away, with her elbow on her knee, 
and the color coming suddenly under the edges of the biown 
front where her supporting Angers pressed wrinkles up mto hei 
temples. 

" Folks ought to hold their tongues, and go in one at a time, 
she said to me, when we had come out of the cells, and I found 
her waiting in the corridor. " It's like the tomb and the angels, 
— it don't want explanations. Don't you say anything ' And 
she slipped by me and disappeared, alone, into the chamber. 

Emery Ann can't have the tears come for a minute, without 
looking as if she had cried for an hour. They come so in earn- 
est. When she overtook us, or rather when she came slowly 
at a distance behind us, again, and I stopped for her, — the 
end of her nose was red, and her barege veil was pulled down 
across her forehead and eyes. 

" I 'm scairt to death for what they '11 think of it. But I 
don't care ! I 've give the woman in the looking-glass the 
shove ! " 

"Emery" — I was going to utter her name inquiringly. 

" 'Sh ! I won't say another blessed word till we get home ! " 
And she sniffed resolutely, and walked on. 

We had half an hour to dress for dinner, after we got back to 
the Alleanza. 

I was in Edith's room, when Emery Ann called to mo from 
our opposite- door across the salon. I went to her. She had 
got her black silk skirt on ; (he corsage with collar and cuffs 
pinned in, lay upon the bed. She, ia flannel sack, with soft 
white hair about her (ace, and, I must say, her emotions still 
. -rimaon in the end of her nose, was standing beside it. 

" Will you send some dinner up to me. Patience, or what 
will you do with me? I guess it's your job, now, after all. I 
don't darst to look in the glass, — for I 've clear shoved myself 
yutofit!" 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



134 SIGHTS AMD INSIGHTS. 

" What have you done ? "Where is — ? " It flashed across 
me, just as she cut me short wiiJi hor answoi 

" I shan't ever tell jou what I 've done with that half-piece, 
so you need n't aslc me ! But I rolled it up tidy like a buudle 
from a shop. They'll think 1 lost it, I presume." 

She had left it behind her in Savonarola's cell ! 

little seed of everlasting truth 1 O fruit sprung forth, — 
small, beautiful, — after four hundred years ! 

1 combed the soft shining, hair in smooth curves about her 
temples. I pinned up a delicate little thread lace face-veil into 
a head-dress with wide barbe ends to fiiU behind, and with a 
hair-pin or two fastened it at the sides and caught it to a point 
in front. And the tears came into my own eyes as I did so, and 
then stood back and looked at lier, — my dear good Emery 
Ann, glorified. Every trace of commonness had vanished with 
the stiff brown satin braid and the wig front. She had got her 
halo on. All the quiet, homely saintliuess of her life was shin- 
ing about her placid forehead and softening in her rugged feat- , 
ures, in that whiteness. The red had gone down out of her 
nose now, as she had grown calm with her confidence in me, and 
through my calm taking of it. I could have been proud of my 
olderiy lady, if I had not seen something so much more than 
any mere ladyhood in her changed look. 

But all I said to her was, "It is a thousand times nicer. And 
you need n't mind it a bit. It 's the fashion to come out in gray 
hair. People do it every day. Come to the glass, and look." 

" I guess I 'd as well not," she answered, " I really mean it ; 
and I might get fiightened out of it.'* 

So she left me, and went to sit down in the salon. 

I was putting on my own cap, when I heard, in a flustered 
tone and with a sudden movement, — 

" I ask your pardon, ma'am, — why, where under the — ? 
'T ain't anybody ! Patience, there 's a ghost in the room I " 

She had crossed in front of the long mirror, and got a 
glimpse of herself; then, as she had moved on and spoken, the 
apparition had vanished. Of course, it came to her directly, 
That it was ; and I think she went back. 

" Monna Brigida was a fool ! But there ! if you don 't look 
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out, it 's the frying-pan and the i5re, I guess ! It 's a snare, any- 
way." And she sat down again. 

That night, after they had all complimented her and con- 
gratulated her, — "As if," she said, "she had done it for the im- 
provement ! " she took off her lace, aad brushed out the gray 
locks, very meekly. 

" It gets taken out of you, finally," she. said to me. " There 
ain't much credit in it when the givin' up is all given back in 
spite of you. It 's the power and the glory ; and it ain't youi-n. 
The very haira of your head air all numbered, certain ; and 
you '11 have what belongs to you, and he made the best of, if 
you'll let, it all go, and leave the Lord alone. Only — folks 
mostly air fools. And there's more than one kind of half- 
pieces ! " 

"Did you know Carlyle said that?" asked I, provoking a 
diversion. 

" What ? about half-pieces ? " 

" No ; ahout fools." 

" I did n't know he said anything. Who was he ? " 

" He is a great English philosopher, who defines his own 
nation as so many ' millions of people, mostly fools.' " 

" He is n't so particular as he might bo. I was n't talkin' of 
millions. I was talkin' of ones. Accordin' to my experience, 
an individual is two thirds a fool, — if the other thii'd could 
only find it out. Or three quarters, finally. And that 's the 
comfort of the teres and the wheat." 

" But, Emery Ann ! " said I, " what was the giving up ? I 
never supposed you thought much " — 

' There 's where you don't know anything at all about it," 
ehe took me up quickly. " The old adversary may go about 
like a roaring lion, but he don't always roar. That 's the mean- 
ness of him. I tell you it 's folks that has n't got a thing that 's 
the most tempted by it. It 's the covetousnesa that 's the idola- 
try. I'll just mortify myself by saying it: I've been all my 
life long trying to be good-looking, and never made out, — 
there ! " 

Just think of that I Emery Ann's stubby old "front," and 
her clumsy satin braid, snares of the adversary ! " All her life 
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long trying to be good-looking," aad missing it all the time ! 
Truly tlie signs matter little ; the story of souls is much the 
same. Forms, — - femes, — - merchandises ; it is in none of these 
things, but in the coveting, — the longing that taies up the 

And now she had bravely laid down her life, — and found it. 
And now she was meek and ashamed in the Huding. I was 
ashamed before her, when I took off my small browa " band," 
sprinkled with my own "saved " gray hair. 

"It is but one little tail," I said, humbly. "I can't do very 
well without that to pin to." 

"A pig has only one little tail," Emery Ann answered me, 
with uncompromising solemnity. " But that makes all the dif- 
ference." 

And we got into our catafalques. 
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CHAPTER. SIX. 

HEART'S-EASE; AHD WHEAT-GRAIH8. 

.... Barbara Goldthwaite brought into our room a 
quantity of pretty tilings slie had bought in Genoa. " Ton are 
fascinated out of your last centime, there," slie said, as she 
spread them out before us. 

Mrs. Regis and Margaret were with me. They had come 
round from the Victoria to tlie Corona d'ltalia, next door ; and 
they were in every day when we were not all out somewhere 
together. Mrs. Kegis stjll looked pale. Venice had not 
agreed with her. The subtle poison that lurka about, more or 
less, in all the air of Italy, was depressing her physically. 
Beside that, there was something, I could see, taxing her in- 
wardly; wearing her, as with some questioning discomfort. 
Now and then, I caught her eyes resting upon Mai'garet, or 
following her, as she occupied herself genuinely with any pleas- 
ant interest of the hour, — ti'aeing pictures of the same hand, 
and the inspiration of them, through chamber after chamber of 
one of the great galleries, — sketoJiing, with roe, of a morning, 
some lovely outline of a Fra Angelico, — reading aloud with us 
from the old volumes of Vasari, or from Mrs, Jameson's and 
Lady Eastlake's writings about Art, — or, as now, busy and 
pleased with something of ornament simply exquisite to look at ; 
and it seemed as if the girl were a kind of riddle to her, the 
woman who had known the world for flve-aud-twenty years of 
clever, society-seasoned womanhood. 

We had been following out certain mentions and meanings in 
CUP different books that morning ; and we were just criticis- 
Vig a criticism, when Barbara Goldthwaice entered, her hands 
•nil with a dozen Htile crimson-satin paper boxes. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



138 SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS, 

" I know it 's dreadfuJly degenerate and rococo of me," slie 
Baid ; " but just put away your real sublimities a minute and 
see if you can't get captivated too with this lovely trash ! " And 
fivo women of us, — of tolerably good sense, and in a way of 
Borne serious culture, — were round her and her jeweler's pack- 
ages in a moment. 

"This is for Bud, when she's really grown up into Eose 
Goldthwaite, — my little GJolden Eose." It was a bracelet of 
gold filagree, — rose leaves wreathed together, and clasped with 
a liny cluster of flowers and budii. "I think it's the loveliest 
name in all the world. It always means the daintiest possible 
things to me; — the " Rose Enthroned ;" the apes of evolution. 
Rosa Mundi, my sister, lives in a Horseshoe, I must tell you, 
and she has so many neighbors she does n't know what to do. 
This is for her ; and it has got a whole Apocalypse Explained 
in it." 

It vraa a silver horseshoe, with shining speeks of diamonds for 
nails. In the middle, throwing tiny sprays and leaf-tips across 
it, was a golden rose; dependent from the two ends of the shoe 
by a silver chain hung a tiny globe of silver, with raised figures 
on it of dead gold, — shaped like the great continents ; the ocean 
spaces, burnished silver. 

" Is n't that a pretty illustration ? " Barbara asked. " I made 
the man undei-take these things, though he said he had no pat- 
terns ; they were quite out of his way of manufacture. They 
turn out such stereotyped things ! Pansies and daisies, — I beg 
your pardon, Margueriffi ; I've some delightcous things in 
daisies, too, — for everybody ! I just told him I 'd come four 
thousand miles, more or less, to get them. You see, there 's the 
horseshoe ; that 's the principle of good neighborhood as set 
forth by Rosa Mundi ; and that, once established, holds the world 
to its blessed ends. And the world then, — I could n't make it 
literally blossom like the rose, but I had it put into the same 
preciousness, — comes out after a rose-fashion, and gets drawn 
up into the miiienium ! Now here 'a mamma's ; this dear little 
lilver dove, with outstretehed wings. That 's the Holy Bird, 
6 n't it? 

" And the forget-me-nots are for Ruthie ; and this is for Bud 
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again, when she is grown up ; " (that came in at every other 
article ;) " and see these daisy ear-rings and this feroniere ! I 
shall have to keep them myself, I guess, though Harry did have 
this bunch of barberries made for me, too 1 Well, they '11 all 
be Rosebud's, by and by ! No ; I '11 keep the cissies for yoii, 
Margaret, for a wedding gifb I I know you 11 never buy silver 
daisies for yourself." 

A flush came — geotly, not stormily — up into Margaret's 
fece. Slie made no answer, but turned to her step-mother with 
a wreath of golden pansies she had taken in her hand. She 
laid them over Mrs. Kegia'a forehead, against the rich coil of her 
dark hair. 

" I should like to see you wear a thing like this, mamma," 
she said. 

" When you wear your daisies ? " said Mrs. Eegis, meeting 
the young girl's eyes, slowly, as she searched them. 

" Yes, perhaps, if I ever do," Margaret answered, simply, not 
taking her own eyes away. 

Mrs. Regis's very lips were pale for a moment, bat she smiled, 
and the talk was ended. 

Heart'a-ease. I thought that was what Margaret meant. 
Would Mrs. Regis wear it then? 

But I knew from something quick and subtile in the lines of 
the sweet, strong, young fiice, that there was in the heart of the 
child a clear, calm confession of the sole giving that might ever 
crown tier with her own name flower, — the pure, steadiest mar- 
guerites. 

We went back for a few minutes to our books again. 

We had come across two little bits that morning that went 
into the treasure bag of thoughts to keep ; one of suggestion, 
the other of contradiction. And we had stopped to talk about 
them, when Barbara came with her silver globes and golden 

We were following up Perugino. But looking along through 
Mrs. Jameson, there fell under my eye a sentence about an 
21uminatiou in the MS. of Queen Mary's Prayer Book in the 
British Museum. It is of " Joseph dropping wheat into the 
eivev, that it might float to his fiither'a country, and tell him 
that there was wheat in Egypt" 
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I find iu my own little memoraniJiiia, made that day, this line 
written; I don't know, — for the book is not by me now,- — 
whether quoted by Mrs. Jameson, or just reminded to myself. 
I only know that it reminded me again of a whole blessed in- 
terpretation of Joseph's story that comforted me once against, 
perhaps, some needless things of my greatest sorrow : " And 
when Jacob saw that there was wheat in Egypt." Love lifted 
up, — even love gone away from na through negligences or 
ignorances, — goes yet to prepare a place for us. And it sends 
us word ; it drops sweet gi'ains into the river that we may iee 
the wheat that is in Egypt. 

I said something of it, with a more every-day application, as I 
laid down the volume. 

" That is how things taken away, — forfeited, even, — things 
that our own mistaken living banishes and misses, — drop back 
a promise toward us. It is never to taunt us, but to tell us 
what still may be, that the drifting com comes by upon the 

" Ton good people always seem so sure of these things," said 
Mrs. Eegis. But she did not say it cynically. I thought she 
would not have said it at all, if she had been impatient of my 
■word. 

"I thought it was we bad people I was taking comfort for," 
I answered, smiling. 

" Bad or good, I think people are very happy who have such 
things come to them. I have no doubt there is corn in Egypt, 

— as a theory ; but I might staod a long while by the river, I 'm 
afraid, before the grains would begin to drift down to me. I 
should not know when or how to look for them." 

" Miss Euphrasia would say, ' Shun evil as sin, and look to 
the Lord.' That is both how and where." 

" That is a remarkable saying," observed Mrs. Eegis, thought- 
fully. And then again, whea nothing more had been spoken 
immediately, — " Remarkable in this ; its two words of qualifl- 
eation. ' As Sin.' We are all ready enough to shun evil as evil, 

— even evil as ugliness or inconvenience, I suppose. "Who said 
that. Miss Patience ? For you spoke as if you quoted it from 
farther back than Miss Eupiirasia." 
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" Emannel Swedenborg." 

" Ah ! Yea." It was here that Barbara had come iu, and 
we had laid by our reacting, and gathered about her, with that 
willingness, perhaps, which people feel to turn down a leaf 
sometimes at a thought they have been making special pause 

" This other page that we had just stopped at," I said, taking 
up the volume of our regular reading as we settled down again, 
" puts in mind by its very contradiction of the thing that we 
were talking of. Perugino knew betf«r than Lady Eastlake 
what he was about." 

It was a reference to her criticism of his Ascension in the 
Museum at Lyons. She objects to his representing the Lord 
as lingering above those He leaves ; poised, as' it were, reluct- 
ant, with his outstretched hands of blessing over them ; delay- 
ing to pass out of their sight into his glory ; " sacrificing sab- 
limity," she says, " in the npper part of the picture." 

" I disagree with that atterly," I exclaimed warmly. " I wish 
I could see the painting. But from the etching it seems to me 
the very most beautiful conception possible of the Ascension, 
It is as if He did not go away; were not going, but were with 
them always — only a little raised above — unto the end of the 
world. He, and the angels with Him, re$t in calm attitudes, 
over the uplifted heads and reaching hands below. It is not 
only He that lingers ; but all heaven comes down and waits ! 
It is the nearness of the Shining Shore ! He is exalted, that 
He may shed forth this that ye do see and hear! He dropped 
hack his promise to the world, from the very death into which 
they thought they had sent Him ! "Was not this like the wheat 
out of Egypt?" 

" After that," e&iA Mrs, Regis, who had taken the book,, and 
examined the etching, — " such a comment as comes next sounds 
like a glib blasphemy. It says here, — speaking of Raphael's 
design for the Ascension executed as one of the senea of tapes- 
estriea, as also not impressive, — ' The Saviour soars ' with a 
leism'ely confidence of being en evidence to those below I " 

" They forget what they are putting into such woi-ds," I 
answered quickly. " And yet the truth would say itself, even 
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through misapprehension ! ' Lifted up ' for the very purpose 
that we miff/it look upon Him ! Not that He should be takes 
out of our sight ! " 

Mrs. R«gis shut the book as she laid it back upon fhc table by 
me. I did not open it. We let the reading eud there. 

We had what Barbara called a " delectable freeze " in the 
Accademia, one morning. 

It is away down in the Via Ricasoli, Block behind block of 
tall grim old houses, with mere crevices of street-way between 
them, and these crevices running east end west, — so that never 
the sun, but always the fierce Tramontaiia, sweeping from the 
Apennines to the sea, pours down along their gloomy depth, — 
lie between the broad, warm aisle of the Arno and the Square 
of St. Mark, on which tlie aeademy building corners. We were 
half frozen when we got there, for the Tramontana was at its 
fiercest; and as we entered the great vestibule, and the still, 
tomb-like frigor of the stone wails, that are built on purpose 
never to be warmed, received us from the buffet of the I'ushing 
cold without, a porter, moved with compassion — or the hope of 
francs — by the blue points of our noses, offered us a couple of 
scaldinos. 

I never saw ladies carry sealdinos about in any picture gal- 
lery we ever entered ; we had co_ precedent for it ; indeed, 
when we t<dd what we had done at the dinner table that even- 
ing in reply to '■ Lady Clara's " remark that she was " very- 
very sure we must have been petrified," there was a little 
shout of amusement all around, and " Lady Clara," who did 
not shout, nor even smile, said " How very-very amusing ! 
Really, quite extr-o-rd'nr'y ! " automatically, between her spoon- 
fuls of soup. — But we took thuiu with an unhesitating grati- 
tude, as we would have taken any sort of salvation in a la^t 
emergency, and by thawing our hands and faces over the glow- 
ing coals as we walked about, or one foot at a time when we 
set them on the floor to pause before a picture, and takmg 
turns with each other in posscRsion of them, we remained an 
hour or two in the galleries and departed at length by our 
own volition, and were not carried out in stiffened lengths like 
marhlo monoliths. 
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1 was struck with the grandeur and the antithesis of the two 
statues, Jeremiah and Archimedes, placed ou either side the en- 
trance into the long hall of sculpture. 

The splendid majesty of the Prophet ; his uplifted look, search- 
ing the heavens, receiving thence the direct inspiration of things 
divine ; — the Philosopher, grand, too, bat with the obscured, 
laboring look of him, who has all matter to toil through before 
he may reach the answer to his questions; his eyes bent down 
ward, reasoning into the earth, — weighing the body of the world. 
" They are the opposite ends of the Problem," I said to my 
self; " they stand well, the one Over against the other." 

Up in the great Hall of Large Pictures, we saw things of 
whidi I must tell you briefly, because I have other matters wsut- 
ing for another letter, that perhaps, if my letters were chapters 
in a book, you might " skip to ; " but which, as it is, will peace- 
ably bide their time, since they must sail across the ocean to 
you in a separate ship ; and I have you now safely, to show you in 
my own way six works, — yea seven, — of the one hundred and 
twenty-four that are here. And I will not tell you a woi-d about 
Ihem, but that which they in the merest noting, tell themselves. 

A picture of the fifteenth century, by Fabriano, — a great 
as, all gleaming with color and with real gold. A 
; camels, elephants, slaves, and a gathering 
mparisoued and laden richly. Three kings, 
a and purple and gold, — this, as I said, wher- 
n the picture, being real, precious blazonry, shining 
pure and untarnished after the four hundred years. Gifts upon 
the ground, Itud down in offering, but also as if cast aside, al- 
most, and forgotten, in the gracious, wonderfiil Infant Presence. 
A grand, gray old man, with massive head, kneeling before the 
tiny Child ; his robes sweeping the stable floor ; his head bowed, 
tis lips pressed to the little baby feet that were to walk Pal- 
estine np and down on mordful errands, and be nailed through 
to the beam of the Cross. The baby's hand, so small and ten- 
der, laid upon the grand, bald head ; God's touch in the little 
palm ; an Infinite blessing in the outspread fingers ; the same 
grace one recognizes, wide and mighty to overshelter a universe, 
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— that is in the sign of the same baby hand held over Raphael's 
little bird. The placid face of a red cow v tb Urge eyes Mmost 
human in thoir gazing, reicl es toiwa 1 thro h tl e manger 
looking on; as with the dim £»r off w sttulnes^ of the beats 
toward something which had come pen the ea th and was to 
reach down, in the new, He ed o der to them al o b e th tho 
table of the Supper of the Lor I 

Another Nativity, by Gl la 1 jo — it I a ;,■! e r bv 1 e 
first. Here are the sheplerls worsl [ ng A 1 tie I ri !aa 
hopped dose to the Virj, n s foot and looks ip v th that sj nt 
look, that the winged th ngs have at the CI Id an iss w th 
meek face, waits patiently he Fr end and llel[ er of 11 he 
burdened and lowly, has come tit last mto his world m that cradle 
of a human birth. 

A Holy Trinity, by Albertinelli : — the Son, crucified ; tho 
Father, with widespread arms and bending head leaning dose 
above him out of the heavens ; the Dove, hovering over the 
head of the Christ, flutters forth from the Father's bosom. 

An Annunciation, by Allori : — the Virgin just risen from a 
rush-bottomed chair, has at her feet a great round basket full of 
woman's work ; two large pins or needles thrust in among the 
loosely piled materials. The Angel Giabriel, beautiful, noble in 
fiice, strong-winged, majesUc, — alights before her in the midst of 
her simple, ordinary avocation ; an olive branch droops before 
him, as in salute, from one hand, while he lifts the other towai'd 
the great glory that ia breaking above her in the open heaven, 
aud whose flood of excelling brightness overshadows her already. 
Cherub faces gleaming through the clouds ; the unseen quicken- 
ing, throbbing into vision ; flowers fallen, like a rain, upon the 

Two Saint Francises, by- Cigoli : — separated by a picture one 
does not care for, — a Susannah, by somebody ; — the second as 
you come to it, revealing itself instantly as the sequel, in the 
same thought and touch as the first. In one, the saint upon his 
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knees, imploring, reaching, with his whole spirit toward Iieayen ; 
heayea closed ancl hidden, A face of utter, agonized beseech- 
iDg ; a longing, straining, out of the flesh into the infinite and 
holy ; — strong, wasted features ; — great, — strangely great, — 
deep, dark eyes ; their lids crimson-heavy with tears and watch- 
ing ; the gaze fised, and far ; absolutely aione fi'om the world, 
this solitary, kneeling man, and present before God and the Lord, 
desiring from Him the great showing of hia presence. — In the 
other picture : — kneeling again ; but with hands crossed quietly 
upon his breast, — the straining subsided, — an awed, hushed 
sense upon him of the Divine come unto him; shafts of light 
descenduig in quick lines toward hands, feet, breast; the Stig- 
mata, — the holy signs, set upon him. But he had received the 
Ixird's wounds before, into his soul. 

The seventh is Carlo Dolce's Creator. I do not think it so 
strange as many do, that these old artiste, in the old cliurch, 
gave typical fonn to the thought of the Almighty Father. When 
you consider, you see that we cannot possibly have thought with- 
out form. It was the graven image that was forbidden, as dear 
Emery Ann is contiimally saying ; the hard, fixed, jSwt'Me'i rep- 
resentation, that may as really be so in idea as in marble. 
Graven creeds and conditions — emptied of the spirit that gave 
them fluency and expansion — ai-e worse images, because they 
get into men's minds, than any that can be made for the mere 
senses. It is forever by the things that are seen in the creation 
of the world, that we understand the invisible things of Him ; 
even his eternal power and Godhead. You cannot think of any 
abstract thing without an image ; of faith without a leaning and 
aholding, — a grasping of the hemof adivine Garment, — an at- 
titude and act of the spirit ; of hope without a " reaching for- 
ward to the things tliat are before." — And if we analyze our 
thought of God, we find it in some clear and awful shadow of 
the divjnest that we know, — the human. I think, over since I 
left off Saying my prayers at my mother's knee I have had to 
say them at God's knee ! And is that wicked ? 

Here, in the picture, are vast, rolling clouds ; an Arm resting 
in embrace about some shadowy globe-form ; a Face looking 
forth from above, like the Face of Jesus. The Word, by 
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whom also, He did make the worlds. TKo Iluraan of God, ten- 
der with the thought of the humanity to be created, — of the 
relation to be between Himself and it, horn from Himself. 
Alotje; darkness and light seething together about Him; bnt 
all the laanifoldness of love and life that shall be, breathing and 
moving in Him : an infinite, yearning solicitude, almost awe at 
hia own Act, feeling the history " from the foundation," of souJs 
titat should go forth from Him ; and through their depths of 
discipline, — of sio, and pain, and love, and joy, come struggling 
and trembling back to Him again. The Lamb' slain from the 
beginning with the dying of his own creation, that must he, for 
it to be born forever into Hia Life. 

There was all this in tlie picture to liie ; just because it waa 
such a face of human grace and tenderness : so soft and deep 
with color and shadow ; so feminine of oatline, as Carlo Dolce's 
faces are ; so strange, at first glance, and lacking, as an imper- 
sonation of Almightiness. It grew npon me. I did not see 
anything there at first but a face that looked like the fiice of the 
Saviour, sweet and earnest. The Catalogue told me the Name ; 
aud then it came and came to nao, as I stood and searched ; how 
the Face of the Son of Man is the Face of tlie Father of Spir- 
its ; how the utmost tenderness and huraanness were in the 
giving of a life out of Himself to grow and endure until it 
canio to know His own ; how that not Might, but Love, — even 
to Pain, — was that which brought forth the worlds ; and that 
to create, was to be the Mother, also, of His creation. 

Up-stairs, in the little gallery of the modems, hangs the 
New Testament to this beautiful old Genesis, — Vogel's Jesus 
hiesaing the Children, Not babies brought in arms ; children 
clustered, of their own accord, all about Him ; one sweet, girl- 
face lookiug up into his eyes, — a pure, fearless, lovely-modest 
gaze. One little thing climbed and nestled close, with cheek 
ag.iinst his bosom ; others upon his knees ; one, — an older one, 

— kneeling, with face hidden against his garment; as if know- 
ing already something of Peter's " Depart from me ; " and yet 

— clinging. One looks until one feels one's self in the picture, 
among the children, become before Him, as a little, sorry, com- 
forted, glad child. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

WAITINGS! AHD STRENGTHS. 



.... "I don't believe in it ! More and more, I don't be- 
lieve in it ! You 11 be sick of hearing me say so ; but it 's 
' graven images ' all through the world. Folks making things 
to look like something. They might have the real things at the 
same pains. That table cost more than the pearls and the 
shells and the ribbons would." 

We were standing before a wondei-fiil porphyry table in the 
Pitti Palace ; its polished surface, of itself so precious, is inlaid 
with what seem like strings of fair, round, enormous pearls, 
loops of shining ribbons, branches of coi'al, and exquisit* sea- 
shells, — flung down upon it in a ricli grace of confusion. All 
made of gems and rare minerals, worked into a mosaic of mimic 
form that mocks at fact. 

" Though I don't know as the real things arc the most to bo 
h-aJited, — that kind;" she went on. "Or else the Lord 
would u't have hid 'em away in the caves of the earth, and at 
the bottom of the sea. Except, forziao, because the real real- 
ness is hid away, that way, too." Emery Ann, also, in a kind 
of head foremost fashion, was beginning to blunder through the 
signs, and to touch bottom only at the tliings they stand for. 

" But just see ! For all these painted mothers and children, 
there might be real, live, happy ones, picked out of dirt and 
misery. For that painted Mary MagdaJeen" (it was Titian's 
miracle, with the river of golden hair), " there might be a thou- 
sand saved women. And for pictures of trees, and mountains, 
sndpaaturos, — and coW/e-pieces, and ' still Mfel' mugs and loaves 
»nd fruit and things " — (I wish I could note down her em- 
ohasis of contempt on these words) — " that they paint nowa- 
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itays, — lots of poni- folks might have a little garden spot, tnily 
before their doors ; not freskered ; and bread and tea, and a cow 
to keep I I believe tlie Lord meant us to work in the real 
things, when He made tlie first thiags beautiful, and told folks 
to take hold and multiply I " Emery Ann gave herself rein al- 
most to eloquence. 

"But," said Barbara GroMthwaite, "the Lord made this 
power also, — to paint, and sculpture, and reproduce beautiful 
images of things." 

" And warned and commanded against putting them in tlie 
place of ffis things, and falling down and worshiping 'em." 

" But He does give the genius, and it is meant for some- 
■hing." 

" Like enough. He gave Peter once a miraculous draught of 
fishes; and frightened him half out of his sinful wits. And 
then what? Keep on there, in his little boat, di'agging 'em up 
like that, for a trade, out of Galilee ? No ; go to work and 
fish men 

Eme y Ann s -j ter ble Ealcal but t s t w th her ill 
tearing up SI e 1 as got 1 old of a root of aometl g tha a 
fast ; ! root 1 ke the m st. r 1 tree that should gro v till II t! e 
fowls of tl p a ome nd bu Id n ts bra cl e 

Do you th Ilk t s ange or f ce 1 that we un so ontinu 
ally ii to tl o ^1 ts and talks 1 ke these If people hea t ly 
want to k ow 1 e secre s of 1 fe t q eke a so all a o nd tl em 
And if two o t! ee to„ethe a e n ny e rne t — wi j h t 
is the promise again. The Giving is right m the raidnt ot tliem. 
It comes, again and again, as the loaves were fed out. It is no 
praise ; no beiteraess ; no settuig up to anything. It is just sit- 
ting down, low, upon the grass. It is aa simple — and as daily 
— as daily bread. 

" But, Miss Emery Ann," said Stephen, " what do you do 
about occupation, and the need of work and the pay for it which 
is men's living, — each one earning in the way he can ? Ever 
so many men, they say, worked at that table for twenty years ; 
it was their ' bread and tea,' or whatever they had," 

I could have put in a word there, but I would not. It had 
begun with Emeiy Ann, I thought it would be given her what 
dhe should say. 
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" I can't argue it clear out," she answered. " I cau't provide 
for everytiiing, aU througL And we ain't expected to stop and 
do that. But I guess it would turn out to be provided. 'T aia't 
bread alone." 

That was about as near as ahe ever comes, in common talk, to 
Scripture quoting. 

" Tilings are added ! And I don't suppose we linow, — be- 
cau'ie we 've never thoroughly tried — vikat things. They 're 
prepared ; only the people won't come to the supper. If the 
whole world, — I aiu't saying but what there 'd be hardships for 
somebody, like enough, beginning now, in the sort of world it 's 
come to : — but if the whole world, ever since Adaai, had done 
the real things, — tlie ' will-as-'t is-in-heaven,' — it would have 
been more of an inside world, I think 's likely ; and who knows 
but what, instead of hammering 'em out of marble, and putting 
'em onto cloth with paints, to fede out as fast as they went on, — 
there mightn't have been a coming of things into the world by 
the inside doors, that never kave come, and that it has n't ever 
come into folks' heads to invent or contiive ? And that 's Bible, 
too ! You can't keep from stubbing up against the Bible In 
stead of that, it's been moaily thieves and robbeis climbing up 
the outside walb ! I don't beheve in 'em as a general thing, 
and I can't ; I won't, finally, — not m the ti ade of it ' I 'd be 
lieve in a real message, now and then, like thit little John ind 
Jesus, with the bird." 

I had bought a beautiful laige photogiaph of the Madonna 
del Cai'dellino, and hung it up m oui aalon , and a dozeu times a 
day, I would find Emery Ann standmg before it, with a look 
upon her dear, old lace that ahe knew nothmg of, »nd hei hand 
just lifted and curved a little against her bosom, in unconscious 
repetition of what touched her , as ahe used, I was leminded to 
move her lips silently, after every syllable, when Elipbalet was 
a little boy, sayiug his Sunday hymns. But I could never per- 
suade her into the Tribune, to see the real Raphael, in its glory 
ef color. 

" I don't care for the color," she said. " I 've got the Gos- 
pel of it, and that 's enough. And I won't go near those Ti- 
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" Shall we hape time for the GalUeo Tribune?" asked Mar- 
garet, as wo came down the st^rs, and forth into the great paved 
eout't-yai'd of the Pitti. 

" Oh, yea, — if you please," said Stephen Holahird. " I want 
BO very much to see the anatomical wax-worlts." 

It was all near by, in the Museum of Physic and Natural 
History. 

"You are not too cold, mamma? It is such a beautiful 
morning ! " Margaret said, with a ring both sweet and glad, in 
her voice, as we crossed, in the broad sunshine, to the Via 

We got into the Tribuna, upon the first floor, after a pause 
before the huge, rude, wonderful planetarium that stanrls iu an 
alcove without ; its iron arms still and rusted, its ponderous 
globes motionless forever, 3 monument, only, of tlie giand, early 
inspiration that worked towai-d an illustration of the poise and 
mechanism of the worlds. 

In the beautiful double room, with its mosaic pavements, its 
walls alive with the pictured life of the hero-philosopher, — the 
cabinets of instruments constructed and used by himself, sur- 
rounding us, — his great figure, in marble, fronting us from t!io 
farther end, and overshadowing us when we stood before it, our 
heads just lerel, " as was fitting," Margaret said, with his cjilmly- 
plan ted feet, — we spent along time; returning to wait there, 
after we had walked through the mineralogical rooms above, 
rich with richest gatherings of ores and crystals and metal masses, 
priceless in pure deposit, and curious fossils, and stones that we 
only knew by strange and mystical name, — while Stephen 
went back and lingered in the anatomical chambers. 

Margaret Regis was so genuinely and tirelessly occupied 
with it I She stood before the frescoes of the great Experi- 
ments, — of the Presenting of the Telescope to the Doge and 
the Council of Ten, — of the watching of the swinging lamps 
In the Cathedral of Pisa, — and again beneath the statue of the 
man, whose thought was in and beyond it all, and of which it 
was only a scanty record, — as if Time and Man were there, 
an actual presence, into which she entered, with delight of rev- 
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'■ I do not undersfamd tlie ctild ! " Mrs. Kegis said to me, half 
weariedly. " Her whole mind, for the moment, is in this. She 
ia so changed! She used to be restless, captious, impaiient of 
unaettJed things. And now — when everything is unsettled — 
ehe strengthens under it ! " 

We were just opposite a picture of Galileo, witt his instrn- 
mentfl, among the Savans, — or the Ten of Venice, it might be, 
who were not so learned, — I won't be sure. His great tele- 
scope, out of use, rests upon its pivot, its end swung away from 
the window agiunst the blank of wall. Some old dignitary, 
with a face of magnificent cavil, has stealthily stooped to it, to 
try what he may see through the new, magical tube. The 
blankness of his expression, repeating that of the dead barrier, 
which blocks out earth and stars, mingling with the perverse 
salisfection that seems to say, — " After all, there is notliing 
there ! " is a glorious satire. 

" It is a question of the poise, — like (ftof," I said. " We caa 
look through our present just as it happens — ov as it seems — 
to point, — against a wall ; or we can lift it up toward the heav- 
ens. Margaret makes me think of nothing so much as Isaiah's 
song, — ' The Creator of the ends of the earth,' — the Planner of 
what is to come of it all, — ' faileth not ; ' and ' they that 
wait on the Lord shall renew their strength ! ' It is the grand 
reversal of Solomon's half proierb — Hope deterred n aketh 
the heart sick.' " 

"ImMsf talk with you!' Mia Begis exdoimed im[ulsnely, 
under her breath. "I have been waitmg wailing till I am 
heart-sick! Though," and she smiled strangely ' whether it is 
a hope deferred, — if a hop must be i wish — I cinnot tell, 
I wrote to Paul Rushleigh, Miss Patience fiom Ve ice I sent 
two letters, — one to Cairo, one to Bevrout And I have hear. 

"My dear Mrs. E«gis! Paul Rushleigh is l Rome. Why 
iave you never named his name before ? " 
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CHAPTER XXL 

SET STEADFASTLY. 



.... The children came up, — I call Editb and Stephen tlie 
children, — and said they were going into the Boholi Gardens. 

"We bad looked down from the windows of the Pitti that 
morning into the lovely shades and recesses, upon the climbing 
heights, the long walks, the gleaming heauty of numberless 
statues whit« against the evergreens that make the enchant- 
ment of this vast old pleasure-ground which as yet we had not 
entered; notwitli standing Edith's memory-dream of it from her 
childhood, for whose sake it was " one of the things that made 
her want to come to Europe." It was Thursday to-day, and 
the place was open. We had always happened upon a wrong 
day, when we had been close by, before, aud had not cared to 
delay for a permission. 

How can one keep on chaperoning, when one is tired off 
one's feet, and the chances, that are not to be unkindly refused 
or neglected, turn up rightly for feet and eyes that are younger? 

It began this morning that Edith and Stephen got a fashion, 
with a precedent, for strolling off together, in the fine middays, 
when the other sight-seeing was over, into the " dear old Eo- 
holi ; " " among the gods and the furies," they said. Stephen 
got a month's permission from the prefect at the palace,' and 
thenceforth, — as " All Print " to Mr. Silas "Wegg, — all Dream 
Land in actual territory, was open to them. 

One day, in these times, — and not long after, — cur little 
party being variously scattered, Mrs. Eegis and I found our. 
eelves in the old splendid church of the Annunziata. 

Christmas was over ; we had made a stocking-holiday of it, in 
memory of home, and turned it into a " mosaic dispensation," 
Barbara Goldthwaite said ; for Stephen had put in her stocking 
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a Florentine mosaic paper-weight Inlaid with jessamine flowers 
and she had dropped into his a pair of sleeve-huttons ; and 
the boy had taken Christmas privilege and given Edith a tiny 
brooch with little blue forget-me-note ; and Mrs. Kegis liad sur- 
prised me utterly with aa exquisite portfolio, upon whose cover 
was a white branch of Animnciation lilies, Christmas was over, 
and the New Tear; and the Epiphany; but the crimsoa silken 
cui-tains still festooned the chapels of the Annunziata, and swung 
along the height of the nave, and reddened richly the light that 
fell upon the silver liliee on the Virgin's Altar, 

We were fond of this old church ; not because it is the 
qriatocratic worshiping place of all the chief Florentines ; not 
for the dazzle of its jewels and precious metals ; nor even for 
Del Sarto's Madonna del Sacco — which I have seen far more 
satisfectorily in engraving, — over the cloister door ; but for 
l^hat vast old cloister itself, stretching down with its wide pave- 
ment and its many pillars and its groined roof, such a grand, 
quiet vista, with dim pictures all along its wall, from the north 
transept to the froDt: — for the court-yard, with its beautiful 
frescoes, sheltei-ed behind glass screens ; where we wondered at 
the Nativity of the Virgin, in which, by the chimney-side, where 
a woman sits and washes the child, a lovely little maiden form 
Btands like a vision, — we questioned whether of what the baby 
should be in her coming sweet separate girlhood ; where another 
of Del Sarto's pictures shows St. Philip raising a dead boy to 
life, and, — as in many of these painted miracle-scenes, — the 
living figure stands beside the dead one ; the real shape, not the 
corpse reanimated : — for the many, small, secluded chapels, on 
either side the un-£usled nave, with their little inner archways 
that pass from one to another ; these suggested even better and 
more than they really satisfied us with. 

It was here that I had the fancy of what such a church, made 
truly holy with the holiness of art, — with " messages," as Emery 
Ann had called them, — might be to believers of any feith, and 
all ; how from one to another of these separate niches, one 
might pass and liiid a reminding, a re-presenting, of the Acta 
v:iA Moments of the Gospels; sweet, solemn scenes, shutting 
one into each most beautiful comforting instant of the Lord's 
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Life on earth ; in tbe presence of which one could forget the 
human eounting of eentui'ies in the ever during Now ; where 
the word and the gift might seem fresh again, given to tlie souI'b 
fi-esh need. Whei-e, penitent, it could hide and kneel in com- 
pany with the Magdalen ; or weep with Peter under the look 
of Jesus ! or, storm beaten, could grow calm before the Form 
upon the waters, and almost hear the accent — " It is I : be not 
afraid ; " or sick of the palsy, find the Healer bending above the 
bed - let down before Him where He was ; " or sorrowing and 
imploring, receive its dead again at the gate of Nain, or the 
tomb of Lazarus, I knew it must have been the first intent of 
them; before they were made into mere gorgeous. burial places 
and monuments for common-lordly men. 

We sat down in a shaded archway, upon a low step that led 
upwai-d to a shrine. 

Near by was a confessional ; a dark-robed priest bad just gone 
in, upon his side ; the sign was put up that he was there, and 
waiting ; but the penitent side was for a while vacant. 

Mrs. Regis said to me what is so apt to be said, at sight of 
these tangible helps, by those who have not found the living 
reality in their own faitJi that is more than tangible. 

" I half envy these Eomaniste ; who have something to come 
to ! Some one whom they can really tell, — what is not known 
beforehand. I think that is all that makes it telling, — or con- 
fessing." 

" Yes. God knows it all beforehand. Perhaps that was one 
of the things that He came into the human for. That He might 
show us how he could he human to us. Perhaps the Christ-Nat- 
ure in Him puts the Omniscience behind Him, and listens to us 
just as Christ listened in the body. It may be part of that Life 
of which he said, ' I have power to iay it down, and I have 
power to take it again,' At any rate, it is always confession ; 
and that means more than telling." 

" I don't understand." 

" Committal ; trust ; " I said. " Giving freely up, in order to 
be set free. Ton know they call the crypts and shrines where 
saints and martyrs are buried in these old cathedrals, 'con- 
fessions.' The confession of St. Paul and of St. Peter are in 
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their churcliea at Home. Something laid down liefore the 
Lord ; ' committed to Him until that day,' It has struck me 
very much that it should be the same word that we uae for 
bringiug the wants and wi-onga of life, and giving them up, to 
the dealing of the Lord. They are laid down, — hui'ied, then, 
the body and burden of them, which ia always some slain riglit ; 
and the remission, — the making up and giving back again, — 
is trusted to Him. The pure life — the martyr-confession — 
is the same ; a rendering np to the sure faiili of Him ; " into 
tl'.y hands 1 commit my spirit,'" is always the martyr-witness. 
We can let our thoughts and memories lie before Him so, with- 
out a word." 

" Yon give me a new idea of prayer," Mrs. Regis answered 

" Perhaps the very best idea of it is just a thinking toward 
God ; and a waiting for what He wilt think back to us, and do ; 
not a trying to tell Him anything." 

" I do not suppose," said Mrs. Regis, " that 1 stall ever he 
what is called a reli^ous woman. I have no religious sentiment. 
I am only not satisfied unless things are fair, and straight, and — 
comfortable. I think it grows upon me ; and gets deeper, — 
and larger round ; and so, perplexing. The longer I live, the 
larger circumference I want, of what Emery Ann would call 
' tidiness ; ' things cleared up. I have a great sympathy with 
Pleasant Riderhood," she ended, slightly laughing ; " who 
could n't get into a row with an easy mind, until she had twisted 
np her back hair," 

As we walked down the church again, — that last little incou 
gruity of her speech having, as it were, admonished us that we 
were getting back into our every day — and should leave the 
shrine, perhaps, for the street, with it, — 

■' I shall not he comfortable," she said, seriously and quietly 
"until I have taken Margaret to Rome. And the child argues 
60 for staying here! I know she thinks it might not be well for 
me ; for certainly, Italy has not agreed with me ! " 

Her high look, — her pale, handsome face, — the struggle and 
the secret that made her lip tremulous and tender underneath 
.ts calm restraint, — the very things in her bearing that seemed 
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nj shut off notice and sympathy, overcame their own barriera 
with me. 

" Dear Mrs. Kegis I " I cried softly, tlie understiiiiding and 
the honor of her that were alive in me in spite of her ignoring, 
rushing through voice and words, — " God has made you of too 
noble substance to be comfortable at last, with less tlian perfect 
self-forgetting I " 

She lifted the great leathern curtain before which we stood, 
and we passed into the square. 

It was almost three weeks longer, before they went away. 
She grew paler, as sUe insisted, day by day, against Margaret's 
increasing unwillingness for her sake ; but she never yielded, or 
faltered ; her face was as that of one set steadfastly to go to up 
Jerusalem. 
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A COMMA. 

. . , . Miss Euphrasia Kirkbeight followed Mr. Shea's 
mterpreting clork up the fifth dark, dingy, Roman staircase of 
uncleansed stone that she had climbed that morning. 

She had been at Hotel cle Londres, in the Piazza di Spagna, 
since her arrival. There she had got tired of paying twenty 
francs a day ; tired also of the long six-o'clock dinners ; tired of 
the dress and the bnstle, and the loneliness. This last she had 
Degun to escape from in a growing intimacy with a lovely Eng- 
lish lady and her invalid daiighter, whom ahe had first met in 
Siena, acd who had come down to Rome just after herself; and 
the three were planning an escape now, together, into apart- 
ments. 

Miss Euphrasia had gone to the house agent, been courteously 
fitted out with a list of lodgings and the attendant above men- 
tioned, and had been taken tlie inevitable preparatory round 
which they so well understand how to lead one, through useless 
investigations of damp, dirty, cheerless, impossible rooms, until, 
at the end of hope and patience, her mind brought to that point 
whence the rebound of a comparative satisfaction would become 
certain decision, she was ushered up this last dark old passage 
and ascent, that she was already firmly resolved should be the 

The words were on her lips — ' It is hardly worth while ; it 
seems like all the rest , I do not thmk we can suit ourselves ; " 
when a door was thrown open b fore her into a large, light, 
square room, with three casement wmdows to the floor, and a 
blaze of Roman sunsltme — the one antidote to all Roman 
horrors and distastes — rushed gorgeously upon her, and took 
lier into its welcoming embrace. The sunshine poured into 
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and around, — filling it up like a great reservoir, — the Foi-uia 
of Trajan ; and the loDg, deep, railed excavation aronnd which 
rung the street of the square, — with its clustering fragments of 
mighty columns, like the stumps of a magnificent old hewn- 
down forest, — its mysterious half arches, through which plunge 
pathways into subterranean aisles, and chambers yet unexplored, 

— and its one perfect pillar standing up straight into the light, 

— was directly before her as she walked to the middle of the 
three windows and gazed foith. 

It was just past high noon, and the sun, southing and wester- 
'og, had feirly taken possession for all the long remaining hours 
of tliis whoSe front of building on the northeasterly side of 
the piazza. That is another of the " tricks and the manners " 
of house-showing ! They take you — where they mean you to 
take — just in the right moment to meet the sun. Close by 
upon the right rose a church tower ; beyond the column showed 
the great dome and lantern of Santa Maria di Loreto. 

Miss Euphrasia stood, delighting in this grand opening, think- 
ing how far pleasanter its outlook was into the real old Rome, 
than the hotel frontage upon the gay Piazza di Spagna, and won- 
dering how she should find out aa to its salubrity, so near the 
excavations, when as she turaed to put some cautious questions 
to her attendant, and found that he had left her by herself in 
the salon, she encountered afc the same moment, just entering 
from a farther room of the suite, General Paul Kushleigh. 

They met eagerly, with outstretched hands and a quick greet- 
ing. 

" You are before me here," said Miss Euphrasia, then. 

" No," he answered, " I was looking at the apartment for an 
acquaintance at the ' Am^rique,' a St. Louis gentleman and his 
wife. But there are more rooms than they need. Three op 
four persons would be nicely accommodated. There are three 
sleeping rooms, a dining-room, and a servant's room outside the 
kitchen. Are you house hunting ? " 

" Yes. Do you think the situation safe ? " 

" Especially so ; Murray indorses the Piaaza Trajano as one 
af the most healthy situations in liome. These rooms .are just 
vacated by an English officer and his family. My St. Louin 
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friend had an engagement thia morning that could not. he put 
off, and I came to examiue for him, hut it is too large si suite. 
You iiave a party ? " 

" Two ladies beside myself and their maid." 

Miss Euphrasia spoke a little absently, and with an instant's 
delay; she was coasidering. 

Some sudden interest, checked by a slight hesitation, appeared 
in General Rushleigh's manner. 

" Two ladies ? — Might I ask — ? " 

"Oh, they are not any of our old friends. Two English 
ladies, mother and daughter. I think the rooms wUl do," she 
said, returning to her consideration of the busineas queatiou. 
Some instant reminder, and as instant an impulse to avoidance 
of the subject, seemed to have moved her in her direct reply, 
and then in the dropping of further allusion. 

" Have you met our old friends lately ? " asked General 
Rushleigh, quietly, 

" I saw Miss Strong and her party in Florence," 

" Mrs. Regis ? " 

" Mrs. R^s and her daughter were in Venice." 

Paul Rushleigh cut straight through her reserve, and her 
short answers. 

" Dear Miss Euphrasia, I think you have a consciousness of 
something that holds you back a little from me. And why 
have you not lefi some word for me, before now, at the bank- 
era ?" 

" Last week you were in t 

" Oh, you heard ? Yes, w 
Cyclopean walla." 

" Are they not very wonderful ? " 

" Amazing. It is difficult to imagine what enginery they could 
have employed. The farther back you go in research among 
the works of remote ages, the more ponderous the traces of 
them become. And to-day, from among those old Umbrian 
mountains down here to Rome, run the light tracks of the rail, 
^nd the threads of the telegraph. It is such a contrast of 
powers." 

" Yes. As human life gets hold of the essential, the work in 
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the materia] must take a more transitory character. The great 
eat tilings are shown by the slightest meehanism, — the mosv 
fleeting signs. Clonds, flowers, waves, — the might of suniiglit 
and storms; they are all of the things that drift and pass away 
most easily ; but the word in them never passes away ! I think 
the world is very near, — physically, — coming to a living in 
the very powers and secrets of life; and very near, — spiritually, 
— to a possible forfeiting of it for cycles more to come I " 

"Now you are Miss Euphrasia again. But it is n't Cyclo- 
pean walls that I am thinking mostly of with you at this mo- 
ment. Have you anything to tell me of my friends ? There 
need be no wall between you and me. It is a mistake — be- 
tween real friends — to shun a thing because you know it is 
most real. I must always wish to know of Mrs. Eegis and her 
daughter." 

" And yet — you are staying on here, at Rome, and they in 
Venice ? I do »ot think I can tell you of them, Paul. It is 
rather you who might t«ll me There i i puzzle in t 

" I asked Miss Eegis to be my wifo ind she t IJ me it wa^ 
impossible. It is not possible iherefoie that I cin follow thein 
about, — just now but it i« impos'iihle ^Is) th^t she cm be 
less than a veiy dear interest in life to me though she will be 
only a friend. 

General Ruhhleigh spoke with manly composure his loitj 
had been too great and n ailj a thing to be shy or tiUy ibout 

"I believe you asked her just before it mit;ht hive been pot 
aible. Miss Patience thinks " — she stopped short. 

" I beg you to go on. What does Miss Patience think ? " 

" That she did not understand herself. That circumstancoj 
were in the way. I will tell yon the exact words. For it was 
a kind of a message, if I should have opportunity. And that 
was what held me hack. She said, ' She did not know her- 
self.' " 

General Eushleigh's face took a surprised, incredulous, al- 
most annoyed expression. Miss Euphrasia felt hers color up. 

" Miss Patience told me that before," he said, " I do not un- 
derstand. I had a most clear, true, final answer, as I then as- 
lured her," 
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" Bttt, — I really do not know what to say, Paul ; it ia siicli 
a strange thing for me to meddle with, — it was too soon / It 
was just because she is so true ! Why did you not wait ? Tliat 
old — ■ obligation " — - 

"You do not think I spoke before I knew that was caiiceleil 1 
When I had waited months?" 

" You knew ? " 

" Yes ; from Margaret. When the Mackenzie engagement 
was first made known. And then, as you see, I waited. I did 
cot even come to them at once. No ; it was quite certain. It 
wag quite ended." 

" I can only beg your pardon I do not think I comprehend 
at ail," said, poor Miss Euphrasia 'I did not know — I do iiot 
see — I think there must be something which Miss Patience 
knows that we do not, or else th^t she knows something less 
than she supposes." 

And then, naturally, it was Paul Eushleigh's turn to look ex- 
tremely uncomprehending, 

" Is it that madame will be pleased to take the apartment ? " 
inquired the interpreting agent, i-eturniug from his talk below 
with the padrona. 
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CHAPTEE XXIir. 
FROM ARNO TO TIBER. 



.... The threads had all come back to me. But what was 
1 to do with them ? 

ItVas all pl^n enough to me, now; and I could see how it 
was exactly plain, to no one eiae. I understood now Puul 
Rushleigh'a staying away, after Mvs. Eegis'a letter, and I under- 
stood his coming. I understood his cbaoged manner at Lu- 
gano ; relieved of a curb that he had put upon bimseif, and full 
of a new, glad, hopeful purpose. I understood his earnestness 
in asking Mai'gai'et ahout her letters, that morning at Villa 
Ciani, and his cleared look, returning to its satisfied assurance, 
when she had told him of the large packet that had come by 
the way of England- I could see his whole course in its pa- 
tient strength, its generous delay, its one pl^n, straightforward 
coniession, its silence since, receiving Margaret's "impossible," 
as the word of a woman whose words were not spoken lightly, 
hot out of her very life. 

I could see, — I saw instantly, — what had been Miss Eu- 
phrasia'a singular misapprehension. Only once, in all my 
knowledge of General Rushleigh, had he uttered in my hearing 
that name of his sister, — Margaret. But it came back to me 
instantly. Because it had been spoken in the presence of this 
other Margaret, as a Catholic believer might speak the name of 
Mary. As the name of all womanhood to him. Maybe Miss 
Euphrasia had never heard him speak it quite like that. Maybe 
she had known him with an intimacy apart from much intimacy 
with his family. And Margaret Regis was the only Margaret 
in her thought. 

t Rushleigh had written to her brother ; and his let- 
me atraiglit and safe, while ours had miscarried. 
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It was a very simple little thing. Paul Ruslilcigh thought he 
had made sure, and he had waited. How could he guess that 
Margaret's release had come within that very hour in which she 
had sent him from her ? 

And how, now, was he to he made to guess it ? 

Do you see, it came back upon me like a judgment, ail my 
fiiult-finding with people in stories, and with people in real life, 
that they do not take a plain thing right up aud handle it as it 
should he haudied ? There is so much more in all the dolicafo, 
mixed motives of living, than the blunt impulse that would drive 
at a fact, because it is a feet, like driving at a nail with a ham- 
mer. Such a fine, intangible thing may hinder, — may neutral- 
ize, — the po^ibility of using a knowledge ; of clearing, point- 
blank, a mistake. 

How could we outside women keep at Paul Eushleigh with 
oar little patches of amendment, our tardy hits of gi'atuitous in- 
formation ? What becoming opportunity or excuse might there 
be, again, for any of us ? 

To think that be should have supposed I sent that n 
after him again, — just what, and no more than, I had s 
him when we stood by the sun-dial. 

Two old maids of us I My cheeks and eavs burued with 
mordficatioa. 

I began to be half provoked with Paul Rushleigh, too. Why 
would he persist in believing it to be ail so utterly ended? Why 
would be not, like other drowning men, catch at a straw, — a 
floating thread ? He might find it a good stout line to save his 
life by. 

But what if he were not drowning, so very much ? He 
was only a man after all. And it was three months since that 
morning at Beau S^jour. I began to think of that, at last, in 
my chagrin and irritation. 

I put Miss Euphrasia's letter away to cool. For I felt as if 
it were that which was like a burning tiling and a shame and a 
trouble ; before which my ears and face tingled, and my very 
heart grew hot. I could not discuss it with myself any more. 

Things do cool down. And snarls unsnarl just by putting 
quietly away. 
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A few days later I saw something, which had not in anj way 
occurred to me before. 

Mrs. Eegis was the one to know. Because she was just the 
only one, now, supposed not to know. Because of Iiei' infinito 
tact : because of the divine un comfortableness that waa beset- 
ting her, and that would not let her go till she had paid the 
uttermost ferthing. Because her face was set towards Rome, 
and she had had no word with Paul Rushleigh since that Octo- 
ber morning, when he had "had nothiug to ask of her friend- 
ship except itself." She, alone, stood on the oid basis with him. 
To her, alone, would come natural and fitting opportunity to 
speak of Mai^aret and of what had happened with Margaret, 
and of the when and the how. 

She was elected to the full sacrifice. I could put into her 
hands the wood for the altar, and the cords for the binding. It 
was all there was for me to do. 

I told her of Miss Euphrasia's letter. Of her having met 
General Eushleigh in Kome, and of his having spoken of her 
and of Margaret. I told her that it appeared in this conversa- 
tion, that his own letters from home coming straighter than ours, 
had given him information weeks before which had arrived to 
them only just as he had left Lugano. That he had known of 
the Mackenzie afiair, — and had supposed Margaret to know of 
it, — all the time ho had been with us at the Lake. That thia 
appeared to me, but tliat he was still, evidently, unconscious of 
what had been her real position. I put this all together before 
her, with the simplest directness. And I made no comment 
whatever after I had done so. 

She took it as I had given it ; only saymg that she thanked 
mc for letting her know ; that her mind was quite made up to 
be in Eome by the next Friday night. 

We talked then of other things foi- a while ; and then 1 got up 
to go ; for it was in hor own room that I had been sitting with 

She got up and came to me, and laid her hand upon the cur- 
tiun with mine, as I was about to draw aside the portiere. 

"I thank you," she said, "because you have believed in mo 
us I ought to bo ; not as T might be, if I failed of myself." 
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Thei'e was not the least effiision in her manner ; she put me 
off, slightly, as it were, with her old dignity, even while she 
spoke straight out of lier heart into mine. 

And then, holding the curtain to detain me, she said : — 

" There is a possihle jealousy, Miss Patience, of something 
coming very close to one in a younger and more fortunate life, 
which has never come perfectly to one's self." 

She had made a beautiful friendship in her later years, which 
had been like to satisfy her ; and this fnendahip was turning 
into love, close beside her, for a girl, — her husband's child. 
It was hard ; hai-d enough to tempt her to an ungeaerousue^. 
"Was this how she looked at it now, in very truth ? Or bow, 
with a woman's lawful reserve, she covered a keener struggle 
from me, that she would not, now, in hor pride, ever look at, 
any more seai'chingly, herself? 

Afler the Eegises had gone we all began to get restless of 
Florence. 

Barbara Gotdthwaite would not go to Rome. She had her 
child to think of. She said she was " getting tired of the dust 
and ashes of Italy." But perhaps that was because it was just 
now such desperately cold dast and ashes. She would go back 
to Nice, The other navy ladies were leaving, some for Rome, 
some for Venice, Bome for the warm shores of Castellamare and 
Sorrento. In Italy, in winter, everybody is rushing about after 
the Italian climate. " Which, as you dream of it," somebody 
told us, " you don't really get, unless you keep on to Egypt." 

We had come for climate ; and yet we had stayed on, in this 
bleak Florence : and now here were the bitterest chills of all i 
the mount^n winds of the late January ; and February to come. 
It was a cold year ; we heard of snow on Vesuvius ; still the 
spring came earlier in Rome. We began to long to go and 
meet it. And to be so near, once in one's life, and not to see 
the Coliseum and St Peter's and the Pantheon 1 

We began to be tired of things ; of losing our lunches by the 
sight-seeing that had to be done miles away, or hurrying back 
to the sameness that made the luncheon table irksome. We 
were tired of the alternadve that bad seemed nice to us ; of 
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making our own lunches of orangeade and biscuits and " palj&- 
Berie " — ■ tlie funnieat patisserie Bometimes, with sardines tucked 
away in tartines of puffed paste! We were impatjont of a 
dozen discomforts that are inevitable, in one way or another, 
in pension living, and that in the tenth week of our stay op- 
pressed us as they had not at all done in the first. 

We were tired of Lady Clara Very-very de Very, and we 
missed tlie plea^nt English clergyman and his gentle wife and 
bright young daughter who had made our dinner party at the 
cosy inner table so friendlike and homely, and who had also 
gone off to Rome. We were tired of the man in the Greek cap 
at the large table d'hote to which we had been transferred; 
even of the mirthsome young Russian countess, who sat by him 
opposite us, and glanced at him cautiously from the corners of 
her eyes, and smiled "under her complexion," as Barbara said 
when the clear skin just trembled with an expression that the 
muscles were not allowed to play with. The Effendi in the 
Greek cap had a spasmodic smile whidi was enough. It was 
that which taxed all our miiscles and our politeness. We could 
not tell whether it was a chronic infirmity, or iin amused scorn. 

" Who is he ? " we said to each other, daily, for a while. 

"He does n't see anybody; he just sits and contorts!" said 
Edith. 

" He is n't in this world at all," s^d Emery Ann. 

" Then I wish he would n't eat his dinner in this world," said 
Stephen. 

" lie 's got a familiar." " He 's the wandering Jew." 

" Pshaw ! " said Barbara. " He 's a Greek ; and talks in tri- 
angles. That's all." 

"And smiles in polyhedrons," said Edith. 

Emery Ann was tired of " making square comers of round ; " 
of locking the door upon Vincenzio, and surreptitiously washing 
ip the hearth with a towel. 

" We may rush to evils that we know not of," I told her. 

" Yes," she said ! " but it 'a a relief to begin in a now spot, 
now and then. You get kind of tired of the same put-upances. 
And I always was partial to new beginnings, even amongst the 
Bame old things, at home." 
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" Oh, Emery Ann," cried Edith, "that you should own up to 
liking changes, just for changing! I thought it was only wo 
young ones who wanted novelties, and who had to be at the 
trouble of inventing reasons for them I " 

" Why shoald n't folks like novelty ? The Lord does, and 
makes it. Or else, why do we have mornings ? " 

So wo began to do up, in a huny, the things that remamed. 
" The catch-all pacliing," Barbara Goldthwaite called it ; tlie 
last big basket into which we tumbled things heterogeneously 
that are to he hi'ought to light and sorted after you get there. 

After we get where, Rose? Shall I ever catch quite up, 
ftgaia ? For we are here, — well, you know where, by the post- 
marks and the bankers ; — and have u't I kept faithfully to my 
straightforwardness ? 

Pretty soon, I think, I shall have to take to rapid groupings 
and etchings ; to touching Iiere and there that I shall fill up in 
the talks, that are uow not so very very many weeks off. That 
will do to end with, which would have been a wretched shirk in 
the beginning. You can scramble your cake together at the 
last, and perhaps it will he all the better for it ; but you must 
beat your eggs and mis your spices patiently in the preliminary. 

And when we come to the great things of Home ! Where 
the dust and crumbles of ages are the innuinerabie texts for 
life-long research, the parables of time aud history 1 

Dante gave it up at the fourth canto ; in the edge of the very 
first circle ; as soon as the mighty " ones " began to ci-owd about 
him, out of the confusion of the miDions, in the light of the 
" fii-e that overcame a hemisphere of darkness." It is easy 
enough to sum up the " thick crowded forest ; " but the multitude 
that separates with separate " great authority" of presence, — 
there even he has to simply name them, and confess, 
" I cannot all of them portray in full, 
Because so drives me onward the long theme 
That many times (he word comes short of fact," 

Our own little story — which you care for because it is ours 
— alights piesently in Eome ; where it touches, I shall touch, in 
the simple. Inevitable way, that 1 did tliere; but to tell Homo I 
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Or to find out ever so little about it among its buried and re- 
buried hilis ! A thousand and one nights for a tliouaand aod 
three hundred years of story, and a thousand and five hundred 
more of fading away and covering up in dust ! 

We made haste to see the marble mausoleum of the Medicis, 
where from the deep brilliancy of the polished precious stone, 
in whose niches rest the sarcophagi of the princes, comes back 
reflected pictures of your own fiice and the moving group of 
lisitora about you, in the gorgeous octagon, as you gaze ; the 
i»ld greatness, deeper buried than it Itnew, in the very splendor 
of its own entombing, lost sight of in the mere flitting wonder 
and self-pleasing of to-day. We went into the other chapel, 
where the dead Julian and Lorenzo lie, with the living sculpt- 
ures of Michael Angeio above them. Day and Night ; Even- 
ing and Dawn ; marble truths and prophecies of the restless 
Darkness, the sure coming and avenging Light, The Day 
wakes up as if to a pain ; there is a dread and a delay of wak- 
ing ; the master told with his chisel what he dared not tell in 
word ; the after years can read it plainly ; and the Medici sleep 
on in their dust of pride, unconscious of the immortal satire. 

We took a pleasant morning for a last drive to San Miniato 
upon tlie hill of the cypresses and the crosses; to stand upon the 
Terrace of Michael Angeio that overlooks the city and the val- 
ley ft'om the Apennines to the Maritime Alps, — to see again 
the old, quaint church and the sunny burial ground with lovely 
sculptures, and queer fantastic ornaments of false trees ; large 
weeping willows, actually planted before the tombs, but made 
leaf by leaf of tiny green glass beads, strung together by the 
bands of nuns ! There was something in it of the sort of mem- 
ory that shuts itself up to a slow useless weaving ; a mock life 
making mock tribute to dead things. 

We had never been inside the Palazzo Vecehio ; this, at the very 
end, which was the best, we did. We had known it gradually, 
with a gradual liking that was at first almost uuliking, of its odd, 
uncouth tower, set witli such seeming want of symmetry neither 
sentre-wise nor corner-wise, but ai(y-wise, just not in the middle 
rf the heavy, overhanging battlemented front, arched and loop- 
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holed and machicolated, — the old clock telling the hours of to- 
day from the base of its square shaft about which, a little nearer 
the midway, was a projecting, arched and battieraented gallery 
like that which surmouuts the edifice itself; and over that the 
belfry, the blunt spire, and the staff, up which, not content with 
its repeated effigies below, — climbs, queer and ratlike in the dis- 
tance, the lion of the Florentine banuev. 

Cleai' aljove tlie tops of the houses, rising from the crowu of 
fortress wall, you see the singular column from every quarter, 
as you come and go, — the watch-tower through the centuries, of 
the city. Taller than the Campanile, outreaohing the peaked 
lantern of the Duomo, separate, unique, — it asserts itself con- 
tinually to you, and grows in its strange beauty and even to a 
homelike dearnesB, And when it had grown to this with ns, 
and when living into its history, in the books we had been read- 
ing, we had filled the Old Palace and its square with memories, 
— of times when at the sound of one of its great bells the peo- 
ple iised to say to one another : " The cow lows ! " and when the 
Other, Elie Bell of the Lion, pealed out the victories, — when 
from the vanislied platfonn of the rfnghiere the Signory used to 
address the people in the Piazza standing among the splendid 
marbles of Michael Angelo and John of Bologna ; — when Savon- 
arola lay in an inner dungeon there for forty days between his 
tortures, — days that perhaps he counted as we are reminded to 
count tliem now, after the Forty Days of fasting and infernal 
besetting in the Wilderness, — when a score and a half years 
later the thing he preached was made a proclamation from this 
very palace fi-ont, and " Christ the Redeemer " was chosen King 
of Florence ; — after all this had grown real to us, we came last 
to enter reverently the old interior ; to stand in the beautiful, 
dim court-yard, with its colonnaded walls all painted with pictures 
of German cities, fading out now, but bright when one of the 
Medici married his German wife, the niece of Chai'les the Fifth, 
and brought her here, — its lovely porphyry fountain in the mid- 
dle with its bronze figure of the boy and dolphin, where the cool 
water continually plashes in the shadow and stillness from tlio 
nostrils of the captured fish, — with its great staii'case ascending 
from the gloom of the arch beyond to the chambers of the Sig- 
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Dory. To walk «p and down the vast, empty, eclioing Hall of 
thti Five Hundred, with its great raised dais at one end, — the 
utterlj bare, doad space relieved by nothing but the frescoes of 
the lofty walls, tumultuous with battle pieces ; to pass from this 
to the Hall of the Two Hundred, or the Lesser Council ; to climb, 
then, more great stairs to the Audience Chamber, and the re- 
mote little Chapel with its fresco of the Annunciation, by Ghir- 
landajo, at one end, and John of Bologna's Crucifix at the other ; 
its low door-way surmounted by the initials of the Saviour, and 
(he motto " Christ our Lord reigns forever." 

Emery Ann was greatly impressed by this inscription, and the 
story of the proclamation. She stood in the outer room before 
it, looking up at the Latin words, and saying to herself, — slowly, 
and repeatedly, — "They almost done it, then. They almost 
done it ! " 

We came out soinowhere, suddenly, in a gallery or ante-room, 
whence a window-aperture stood open to some interior space ; 
approaching and looking through, we found ourselves high up 
in the great side wall of the Sala del Cinque Cento ; then we 
got out upon a little corridor or balcony, into the open air ; and 
the city and the sireets were beneath us. Our guide led ua into 
a small chamber on this wall, where he showed us an exquisite 
little carved model for the fagade of the Duomo, waiting so 
long ; pillared and sculptured and frescoed ; the Father, Moses, 
Christ, above the central door-way ; the Madonna of the Flow- 
ers, in fresco, in the apex ; the Lions of Florence couched upon 
the pilasters. Everywhere the Lion ; everywhere the Lily ; in 
this Florence, that, as Emery Ann says, " almost done it," 

When, — and where, — shall the real City of the Lion and 
the Lily be ? 

The children went once more to Fiesole, where I did not go 
at all; they took Emery Ann with them thia laat time, and 
came back in highest fun and spirits. They had been in the 
old ruin of the Roman amphitheatre, had groped their way 
down the subterranean passages to where the wild boasts were 
kept of ok! ; had crept out to the daylight again ; meeting 
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in the nariow tunDel anotter party of sight-seevs coming in. 
" More wild lieasta," said Emery Ann, quite simply and spon- 
taneously, as they scrambled past ea<Ji other ; and everybody 
shouted except herself. They had lunched at a wretched little 
cafe, where they had some wine and lignum vitse cheese. 
" Pity the old Eoinans had n't built their walls with this," 
quoth Stephen, in deliberate English, with an admiring gesture 
to the garqon ; " they would n't have crumbled to this day ! The 
mightiest mite could not have forced his way through thcia." 
And the flattered gar^on smiled, and answered " si, signore." 
Emery Ann disputed the bill. It was exorbitant, — four francs 
apiece. "But," she expostulated in her separate and par- 
ticular Tuscan, " it is absurdo, ridiculoso. It is an imposi- 
tienzo I It was n't worth four centesimos ! " And the same 
gar9on shook his head, shrugged his shonldere, spread his hands, 
did n't comprehend, and smiled inexorably. 

Edith and Stephen found violets in the Boboli gardens, to 
press in their leaf-books ; we bought our last Florentine keep- 
sakes in the old booth-like shops on the Ponte Vecchio ; we 
hun'ied one fearfully cold day to the Church of Santo Spirito, 
wherein I remember of the frescoes only some queer predellas 
in one of which St. John's eagle stands upon the ground, 
flapping his wings and stretching his neck, with an air of great 
bustle and importance, so that Stephen cried out, very irrever- 
ently, " Why, that's the Raven ! I'm a Polly! I 'ma Kettle! 
I 'm a Polly-pnt-the-deyil-ou-we'll all have tea ! " And in 
another a very funny angel in red hoots, making wonderful 
haste with a very skittish step, leading off before a Tobias or 
somebody. 

But near the door, a beautiful copy, in purest marble, of a 
statue of Christ by Michael Angelo, made amends and satisfied 
me. Young; simply noble; sweetly grand,; of a tender, pa- 
tient majesty ; without conventional accessory or circumstance ; 
it IS only, and divinely, the Son of Man 

We spent our last evening all together, in our brigh*, salon \ 
we ordered up champagne and crema montata ; we made Ciam- 
"303 ; we sat upon our corded trunks at the door-way, and re- 
oeated our good-byes. 
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" I hope Mrs. Barbary," saiA Emery Ann to Mra. Gold- 
tliwaite, whom she greatly admires, — "we ahalJ come across 
you and little Bud again, aomewheres ! " 

" I hope so," returned Barbara. " If not in this old world, 
in another and a better — hemisphere I " 

" Where Barberries are indigenous," conclnded Stephen. 

We fee'd the expectant crowd of servants, who had had five 
francs apiece at Christmas, and porterage and special douceurs 
at other times ; we breakfested in the dim, early morning ; we 
were put into our voiture by the polite and kindly host himself, 
and our different bags and wraps brought after us by as 
many different hands ; last of ali the perfidious and mercenary 
" Smile," who had pocketed his four francs ten hours before, 
bung upon tlie step with a thunderous frown eclipsing his dis- 
tinctive beam, demanding " pour boire " for having helped 
down with a trtink ! That really grieved us ; we had believed 
in him ; and however occupied with talk, work, or books, had 
never fiiiled of our returning smile and our " grazie," when 
he brought us up a basket full of wood, and spoiled our Are, 
which we had immediately on his departure regularly to re- 
build. We had believed in him ; we gave up our extorted 
franc and our faith at the same moment. Stephen came out, 
too late to save us, and jumped upon the box ; we were driven 
off in a hurry ; at the station Stephen bought our tickets, had 
our baggage weighed and registered, put into our hands at part- 
ing a white basket, in. which we found afterward delicious 
oranges and flgs and a ''pane santo" from Barbara; in half an 
hour we were gliding slowly forth alongside the walls of Flor- 
ence, looking back as we skirted thera, with a tender regretful 
delight, upon the swelling Duomo that always seems to float like 
a great balloon just above the cvowded city rools, — upon the 
quaint, gray majesty of the Palazzo Vecchio tower, — and to 
the glorious Campanile cutting with its pure shaft the clear 
winter aky. 

For the first time we three feminine voyagers were en route 
alone. Stephen was to go the next day as fai' as Genoa with his 
sister ; then he was to come down to Rome by steamer to Civita 
Vecchia. 
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But we were, pev pleasant force, in a first class carriage. It 
B a long day's travel from Floronco to Rome, and only the first 
class trains go tlirougli express. We resigned ourselves to the 
cheerful necessity, int^ndiag to do our economy on the short 
trips back through Northern Italy. But that did not end ex- 
actly so, either. 

Tlie whole journey is a fit, gradual appvoacli. I felt Eome 
away off even among the Tuscan hills, and more and more as 
we penetrated into the Umbrian Mountains. 

A country growing strange, di'eary, like a weird dream ; few 
persons even about the stations, that were meie stopping places ; 
little life ; no bustle. Like a progress into a fiiiy tale , ovei" 
the hills and far away ; really into the great, distant, visionful 
Past. 

Every little way the locomotive whistled through the he^rt of 
a mountain tunnel; it was Hke a i at, squeaking in a buirow. 
Man is but a small creature, building and tunneling in almighty 
masonries. 

Beautiful, far heights and green valley reaches for a while , 
hills fair with, vineyards or silver dusky with the oli\e , mon- 
asteries and citadels, stretching their walls tlong the shoulders 
of remote eminences, — separate and fii apart Churches, 
cathedrals, lifting their towers into the silent air, abovL quaint, 
silent, slumberous, antiquated cities. 

Shining up lo us suddenly, in its broad, exquisite beauty, — ■ 
glittering among the hills in a hot glow of meiidiin. sunshme, 
— a liquid splendor, — a still, magical delight, — we came all 
at onee upon the Lake of Thrasymene I Taking us, as with a 
great stride, deeper into the olden dream ; hushed into its qui- 
etude frem its own, far back, bloody tumult; sleeping at the 
foot of the woody defiles down which the misled Koman legions 
poured, while the army of the Carthaginian watched for them 
from the middle heights ; the green, gentle brook-threaded do- 
files, that ran then red with blood to the blue water ! Mute, 
now, over its old, deadly secret ; sweetened again, as if the 
lecret were not there ; pure as sapphire under a sapphire 
heaven ; with its mossy islands atid its distant-rimming lulls, 
ooking like a fair untrodden creation, waiting for its first 
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humanity. And who can tflll what it is waiting for? Who can 
tell what of humanify indeed, it images, sweetened from the old 
horror, kejit for i miie ble'ise-il time? 

Kockj shapes wild alupLndovia, desolate; snow-hlasts flutter- 
ing among then peiks like phantoms; murky, gusty, brown 
vapors sweeping round them Slopes and steeps calcined with 
old fire ; powdered with gray, red drifts. Huge volcanic wastes, 
like wastes of Time Ui bick of History. The very face of 
nature saying continually, " This was ; but it is over now." 

A deep ravine we crossed, broad and dry ; dead with white, 
bare stones; some wide stream had rushed there once; now 
there was not even a trickle, nor did a blade of anything grow 
up to take tlie place of the water. " The bed of a great river, 
auntie ! " Edith cried, discovering with curious awe. " The 
river 's been up and dressed, then, I gness, sometime," com- 
mented Emery Ann. 

Greeii-forested hillsides again, ruggedly overhung and battle- 
mented ; towns or villages, ruined and hushed, nestled or 
perched among them, high above the valleys ; held, perhaps, in 
a loop of defensive wail dropped around them from the bastions 
of a crumbling, ancient castle mass ; others, again, built all up a 
cliff-side, like neste against the rock, 

Emery Ann and Edith w t h d 11 1 f Udoipho, which 
tliey were resolved to loca e Th y p aced plucked it off 

again, point after point a. d wi d st, most unap- 

proachable of all, — th y d Att w " finally ; " a 

huge towei'ing thing in h d h p f a tremendous 

pinnacle, frowning and f h ul m ed. 

Deeper, yet, among (oloa hi s, e de , blaek, yellow, 
with colors of smelting and burning. Enormous cinder-heaps, 
.— sometimes all sUver-fil agreed, — ash-frosted, like white lichen. 
Splintered, filamented, like asbestos ; needled, like crystals. 

After a while, darkness, like a sleep without a di'eam ; then, 
walls, and thickening shadows, and glimmering lights 'he feel- 
ing of a huge presence, such as you have only in approaching a 
great city by night; a slackening speed, a final stop. 

And this w^s Home. 
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la the starlight, and by the irregular lamps, as we were driven 
from the distant railway station to the hotel in Via Babuino 
to which we bad telegraphed for rooms, we caught mingled 
glimpses of poor, confused, common buildings, and tall, ghostly 
fragments of black ruins. 

Was this the way it was to look by daylight, and always? 

We did not know that the whole wide quarter that we were 
traversing, was a tract in process of gradual excavation ; that 
the old, old, dingy, modern Italian walls and buildings were 
giving way to the unearthing of older, more curiously precious 
remains ; that here, between the Viminal tnd Quirinal tlilis, 
we had steamed straight in to the Baths of Diocletian 1 
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CHAPTER XSIV. 

DUE, PIAZZA BAliBERINI. 



Kome : JaDimry,— last day but one i 
Happy New Year a twelltU part dun* | 
Carnival saaBOn just begua. 



Our Eoman advent lo rahaarso, 
Wegg-wise, I drop (o easy verso ; 
Firing a small poetic flambeau 
In bouor of our blessed Crambo ; 
(Some name, I trow, of oheerful s^nt. 
Or ought to be so, if it ain't ;) 
To set you foith, with smile and tear, 
Oor trials and our trinnipha hei'e, — 
And tluuik yon in particular metre, 
For that sweet cake, — was never sweeter ! 
Whicb, ere we left the Arno's banks, 
Came — grace of grace — too latt for tJianks. 
>Tis the first moment ws have found 
To sit us down and look around, 
And but that we paid Cares for Rome, 
And have seen Trajan's column rearing 
Its proud old shaft, —for all appearing. 
We might well dream vie were at borne. 
On Wednesday night was all bnt weeping : 
Last eve beheld ua at housekeeping I 
Poor Emery Ann just stared and laughed 
The livelong day, and Oioughl us daft; 
So "rapid" we rushed and rallied round, 
House, and dinner, and fire-wood found, — 
Candles, and coffee, ^ salt and apice, — 
All tilings essential, and some things nice, — 
Butter and matches, rolls and creanr 
Tnmbllng In, in a steady stream, 
Ordered quick lo oar mansion tiny, 
Dae, Piazza Barbeiini. 
Sure, Cinderella's old godmother 
Lent us her wand, or charmed anDtherl 
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'Twas halt despair, and haH 'twas pique; 
Tliey treated OS mean atlhe D'Am^rique! 
They showed ns up one-and-Bisbly stairs; 
They left ns no breath to say our prayers ; 
They stowed us away in a northeast comer. 
In the very teeth of the Tramontana; 
Small space they gave us to turn about, 
Then they lit a fire, and tbey smoked us out. 
7'heK were the lodgings, aiveet and sunny. 
They promvied as for our paper money I 
We strode forth silent, that bright next day, 
Hired a fiacre and rattled away. 
Two hours after we called for the bill : 
Perhaps that clerk may be gaping stilll 
' We have au apartment. Please send our boaeB.' 
Hia face was as long, when he heard tliat ' plesM 
Blandly breathed, as La Fontaine's fox's 
Whenlnthe — llberV he dropped tha cheese. 
1 believe, after all, I have mixed the fables. 
No matter; we quietly turned the tables; 
Spread our own ; and when five honrs strucfc. 
Sat down to soup, and cutlets, and duck. 
Believe wa are jolly 1 Four earcel lamps, 
Pour bright flras to keep out the damps, — 
Bran new carpet, and cuttfuns, and sioh. 
Just left by a countess. We rfo feel riehl 
Wardrobes, bureaus, mirrors, and china, — 
Linen, silver, — no need lo be finer, — 
Sun streaming In at the window all day, 
And ten francs only, apiece, to pay. 
This reckons sunshine, and service, and rent, 
And woodpile, and dinners, and tilings tbatare sent 
I know jou 'II ha glad. We 've taken, moreoyar, 
A two month's lease of this patch of clover, 
To browse till April. And now, my dear. 
It you and Bud could be only herel 
But — arivedervit And each U> each, 
Without mere fashion or trick of speech. 
Our hearty love 1 We shall not toiget yon, 
Hor the happy chance by which w« met yoa. 
Friends once, friends always, if you '11 agree. 
By Amo, or Tiber, or over the sea ; 
And as well for its own delicious sake, 
As friendship's, — we'll never forget that Caiet 
Your.s, for the song. 
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I don't know that I can do a bit better than that, Rose ! It 
was just how it was ; and the child's nonsense-rhyme has in it 
all the sense of our glee and fun and splendid reclilesstiess as lye 
committed ourselves to cheerful fate, took the sunny lodgings, 
and rushed round Home — thinli of that/ bespeakicg our gro- 
ceries, and dinners, our cream and butter from the English 
dairy, and our peliti pains from the jj'rench bakery. In the 
daily, drinking cream, we met fair-haired, aweet-voiced Mre. 
Blaiseley, the English rector's wife. We fell upon the Foun- 
tain of Trevi. " Fancy," as the English say, coming upon that 
gorgeous pile of rocks and water, atone gods and horses, and 
monsters and men, and palace front, by accident and unawares ! 

" What is it ? " I cried, as ihe carriage rounded swiftly the 
Bhady turn, and the splendid confusion filled up suddenly all 
the space at our left as we swept between the taU, overgloom- 
ing buildings. 

" Dhat," said our English speaking clerk, "ees dhe founteen 
of Trevi. Dhe Aqua Virgo, dhe baste watter een RSm." 

The beat water in Rome eame plmiging down with a shout of 
plenty among the heaped up artificial crags, tumbling hither 
and thither, oyer Triton'a shoulders and around Neptune's feet, 
washing his car-wheels and the feet of hia horaes, losing and 
finding itself in turns and falls, raining down rock faces, and 
trickling through crevices, till it gathered itself deep down in ita 
low, unnoticed basin. 

" That is what Mistress Barbara would call mag-nif-icen- 
dous ! " said Edith, catching her breath again in the Via deila 
Stamperia, as we were whisked away, across to the Via del 
Tritone and round — home. 

Edith greatly admires her " Mistress Barbara ; " looking up 
to her from that near but reverential level of just-grown girl- 
hood that regards young matronhood with an awe of mystery 
and a half-consdous thrill of prophecy. She has been very 
constantly with her; Barbara, on her side, petting and ap- 
propriating her with an indescribable air of representative, of- 
jeial, de corps reception and fellowship, as if the whole hotly of 
damea in her recognized in Edith the whole advancing sister- 
hood of demoiselles, or as if — pshaw! Edith is so emphatic- 
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ally aiifl simply, a girU But hence, the Crambo letter, in 
which the cliild ambiUously did her brightest ; and more, in that 
tine, than I Itnew was in her. 

Emery Ann was perfectly happy She hid g t bipakfast 
dishes to wash again; much to the unwilling amize of Eligia 
the little serviiig-maiden, who came with the fther furnishmgs 
a part of the lease ; who wore an enormous cushion of false, 
black hair on the back of her head, ai d mode nothing of lu'ih 
ing down to the Corao without additloi \\ covering tor the least 
little errand that she could persuade me mto believing I needed 
done ; who spoke not a word of English but who received 
oi-ders delightedly through Edith's broken interpretation who 
made up her cliarcoal fire at a minute a notice in one of the 
round holes of the great brick structure like a lostrum that 
was built across one half the kitchen, and fanned it with i 
huge " ventolo," at another hole beneath wh > foun 1 all sort? of 
people among her own relations to meet our exigencies, — horn 
washing our clothes to carrying off the scraps when the dinner 
of one day had duly served the lunch of the nest ; coming 
sweetly and unbiushingly for "soldi" at the end of the week, 
for the remuneration of the last named individual ; who told us 
of '■ Carlo Dolce," — a Carlo who brought sweetmeats from 
door to door after the dinner hours, and whom Edith summoned ; 
from whom we bought lovely candied fruits, — nuts, dates, 
grapes, oranges, luscious and sparkling, strung daintily upon 
Straws at a sou the straw ; so that at dessert, when ha came in 
and stood with his pyramidal tray, we plundered it at our choice 
of a great plateful of confeclJons for about a franc ; — who — 
meaning Eligia again — drew up water for us from the myste- 
rious depths of the great central well of the high building into 
which the windows of three stories looked, and into which we 
doubted many scraps from many apartments drifted, or at our 
misgiy'ng of this, brought it cheerfully in a bucket from the 
fountain of the Triton in the sunny piazza ; — who disappeared 
continually during the great Carnival week, and reappeared 
demurely at her duties with the black mass of her back hair 
innocently full of confetti ! who welcomed our advent as if we 
ffero the angels she had been looking for through a life-time,. 
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and shed real tears at our departure, following lis to the Hotel 
della Pace with a great dish of '" nocche '' — a detestable prep- 
aration of potatoes — which her"zia"had made for us upon 
an unlucky inquiry about what the thing was which we had 
heard somebody praise by name ; and who went on doubtless 
serving a long anccession after us, with the same especial, smil- 
ing, spontaneous, uncalculating zeal at a franc a day, perquis- 
ites for her entire, remotest family connections, and a generous 
douceur with the good-bye. 

Emery Ann bought a feather duster. She insisted upon buy- 
ing that, and nothing else, fi'om a man who came to the car- 
riage as we waited before the house agent's one morning, to try 
to sell HB a whole tray full of pretty wares, — pictures, vases, 
statuettes, I know not what, for Koman souvenirs, lie had it in 
his hand to flick the imaginary dust from every object that be 
held up to a buyer's notice. It was his baton, — his wand, — 
his caduceus, — his talisman of trade, — without which his trade 
was gone ; but nothing else would Emery Ann have. She had 
not seen a feather duster for a half year) and she had just got 
back into the sweetness of a domestic empire. She paid twice 
as much foi' it as she would have had to pay in a shop, and she 
rode home, holding it straight up in her right band, like a 

Emery Ann trimmed the great lamps ; looked after the cup- 
board 1 kept the Are bright at evening so that it flashed up re- 
splendently into the broad mirror that reached from mantel to 
ceiling ; made tea when Eligia brought in the tray at eight 
o'clock; reigned again over her queendom, in short, which was 
home and comfort wherever she could make it. She was de- 
lighted with Rome ; she would have been delighted with those 
six rooms anywhere. Anywhere across the water from New 
England, I mean ; at home she would have scouted their " put- 
upances." 

We were at the top of the great slope of the Piaaza Barbo- 
rini ; the Palace on our left, up the bill ; the Church of the 
Capuchins with its cemetery walled with friars' bones, and its 
glorious Guido picture, — the Archangel Michael,— on the 
tight. Between, on either side the block of which we occupied 
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tile apes, ran tlio streets of San NicolJi, ftiU of artists' studios, — 
and Sau Basilio, where our American minister lives just round 
the comer ; both leading off toward gardens and villas and the 
Pincian Hill. Half the carriages in Rome seemed to roll under 
our little balcony of a bright afternoon, and from the long salon 
window wo could not help looking right down into the faces and 
laps of the occupants. " A great place for passing," Emery 
Ann said. " Only it was all strange passing, after all." " And 
passing strange," ti'ansposed Edith. 

The old fountain of the Triton showed its gloi-j to me as 1 
sat there watching it into the late afternoon, and through the 
lingering light of our first sunset in Rome. As the last rays 
shot across the tops of the farther buildings, the spray, that had 
been like star-dust with its full Ulumination, caught now and 
again at its highest leaps only, the retreating splendor, and 
sparliled out into gladness. Then it, played on, at intervals, too 
low to be shoue upon. It was heart and life at sunset time. 
It was the joy of oldening years, tliat only springs now and then 
into a shimmer of its all-day gladness, — playing on, for the 
most part, in a shadow. But how lovely that momentary flash 
an3 crown are ! How they tell of the moniing ; when from the 
east the glory shall come again, — rising, not setting, — and the 
quick pulses that have lived all niffhi shall catch it for longer and 
longer, brighter and brighter, till every drop of being sparkles 
through and through again ! 

The second evening that we were there, Edith sat at flie win- 
dow at five o'clock, watching for the dinner-box. 

The dinner-box is a huge tin receptacle, borne from the trat- 
toria upon the head of a man, — our man was the shiniest, joi- 
liest, broad-as-longest fellow that rolled «p the square of ii whole 
afternoon, when tiie peripatetic kitchens with their movable feasts 
sailed about and in and out the dingy staircase entrances like a 
fleet of tin arks in a trade wind, — and cont^ning three — five 
— seven courses as yon please and pay, piled in about a pot of 
burning charcoal. 

Emery Ann was setting the table in the adjoining room. 

The piazza was gay ; for a stream of carriages was pouring 
lown from tlie Villa Ludovisi road and from the way of the 
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I'iiician ; and the Knglish hunt, that we had seen a party mouut 
for under our windows in the morning, was retTirning, and their 
grooms and carriages were waiting for them again before the 

In the midst of all an open £acre cut straight through the 
llirong in the reverse direction and came up from the Via Felice 
toward our own door. 

Edith started to her feet, waved her two hands eagerJy, and 
struggled with the heavy casement latch. 

" It is Margaret," she cried. " Bun down, Emery Ann, please, 
and stop her ! I shall never get this window open, and she 
may n't see. Oh, yes ; she is turning ; she is come on purpose ; 
how did she know ? " And before she could run through to the 
big, black door that opened from our dining room to our laud- 
ing, and shove the bar, the cord that hung there was pulled and 
the bell sounded above her head. 

" How perfectly lovely ! When did you find out ? We were 
coming to-morrow, ourselves. We looked you up at Spada 
Flamitti's." 

"And so did we. And — how perfectly lovely, too! Why 
Miss Emery Ann ! This is really being settled !" 

" About as much settled as a fly on the cciiing," s^d Emery 
Ann, following us into the salon, with a handful of silver spoons. 
" But the things are fixed — for as long as we stay " 

" And it looks so homel ke Why i does n t oe n like a 
Bomau apartment! Tl s s a ch a cosy 1 tie alon Ours ia 
a league, or so, across. 

"Just enough like I ome to n ke follcs 1 ome ck persisted 
Emery Ann, " when they stoj. to 1 k of Oalj y i don't 

stop. Ton can't even s t dow and n ke bel e e Tl e are so 
many rtvust-y places. "1 ou can t mo d a j tt coat n peace, be- 
cause of the ruins, or the mbs o the chuiche that you've 
got to go to, because yo came a pu p se and tl t tw uld be 
•■idickieous not to see. I 'm see-sick ! " 

" It 's a see o' troubles, is n't it, Emery Ann ? " said Edith. 
' But the only way is to take arms bravely against it, and by 
opposing, end them." 

" Tackle 'era all, you mean. Well, we 're doing it. But I 
guess all those freezing churches 'II be " — 
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" Adieo' Bees," suggested Margaret, laughing. "What lia,ve 
you done to her, Miss Patience ? " 

" Taken her out this morning on the Appian Way, as far us 
Cecilia Motella's tomb, and then baclc and around the walls, 
fi-oni the Gate of Sebastian to the Gate of St. Paul, and oul; 
from there to the Church of San Paolo." 

" When she wanted to put a new braid on her alpaca walk- 
ing skirt," said Edith, 

" It 11 seem real good to sit down and darn a lot of stockings 
again, if I ever do," said Emery Ann. 

" And in the mean time, while you can't do any better, San 
Paolo is a beautiful sight to see, and the old walls of Rome are 
pretty well worth while," said Edith. 

" Yes, an awful while," said Emery Ann. " I 'm inclined to 
think they 're as interesiing as any of it. For you cau kind of 
imagine it 's all in there, just as it was then, when the old sav- 
ages were battering to get in." 

"And the modem savages hadn't got in, and made a show 
and promenade of it," said L 

" It don't appear to me," said Emery Ann, " that after it was 
dead and buried it was ever meant to be dug up again. They 're 
diggin' up death with it, you see; folks come here to get pois- 
oned, breathin' heathen dust and ashes. 'T was done with ; 
they 'd better let it stay done." 

"And stay at home themselves, — and darn their stoLkings?" 
' " Well, yes. Miss Margaret," said Emery Ann, smiling upon 
the girl with a pleased understanding, out of her affected giim- 
ness. " If they 've got holes in 'em, and they mostly have. Es- 
pecially our folks that are traipsin' everywheres. Tearing over 
Europe, the biggest part of them, like cats over the roofs of 
strange houses. I 'm inclined to think America 's about the 
best place to live in, particularly for Americans. It 's well 
enough, I suppose, if you want to get an education, or to make 
a splurge with a little money, or get rid of your obligations and 
be accountable to nobody ; it 's cheap to come abroad and do it. 
But if you want to be tired, — or sick, — or die, — or have 
dipped toast for breakfast, — you got to get home again to do it 
Jecently And there 's the trotter-here man ! " she broke off, aa 
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a great clatter and chatter arose in the farther room, " And 
Elijah" — (she would always apeak of our acatter-witted Httle 
Italian serying-maid as if she had heen a Hebrew prophet), 
" will be sure to spill the soup into the pudding ! " 

" And you are in an apartment, too ? You liave n't been able 
to tell va a woi'd. And where is it ? And where is Mrs. 
Ke^s ? " 

" Mamma has a cold," she said, and her face shaded a little 
anxiously, " But she insists upon sending me out, when sho 
cannot go herself. We have a nice English maid, beside our 
Italian Gi^a; — quite a bonne forme, — and she sits in the 
carriage. Mamma declares she is quite happy with her book, — 
we keep supplied from Piale's, — I have just come from ex- 
changing some ; — and that she won't be happy unless I go ofl 
and leave her, for a little while, at least. We are in Via do' 
Crociferi ; just back of the Fountain of Trevi ; they pull the de- 
lidous water all the way up in buckets on a slanting rope. You 
go through a great wilderness of an old house before you get to 
our rooms, but they are so wide and sunny ! Three windows in 
each, looking over the gi-eat, red-tiled roofe right into the south 
sky full of sunshine. You can't tell which it is most of, — that, 
or the south sunshine pouring in. And yet, — mamma isn't 
well;" slie said again, the shadow reverting with the word. "I 
almost wish we had not come to Rome. But I am glad you are 
here I She hopes you will come and see her ; and she means to 
ask you to let me go about wilh you. If she would only just 
believe that I am not in any hurry to go about I " 

" Have you seen Miss Euphrasia ?" 

"Once, — yes; we met her in the Palace of the Ciesars. 
Does n't that sound suhlimely odd ? And she came for a call 
afterward, and we were out. We have hardly been out, — that 
is, mamma has hardly been, — since that first week ; and we 
have not i-eturned it. People are so busy in Home. I suppose 
she thinks we are doing everything else. Now, I shall not in- 
terrupt your dinner. Ours is at half-past six ; mamma likes it 
late. I just came to let you know. It is good to have you, 
lear Miss Patience ! " 

And with a kiss she went off with Edith, who bade her good ■ 
bye upon the stairs. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



DUB, PIAZZA BABEKRINI. 1 0.0 

Emery Ann, fidgeting over the four courseB, cooling ia their 
little dishes, called us to dinner. As I helped the soup, I 
thought to myself — " The Forum of Trajiin ; the Square of the 
Bai'herini ; and the Fountain of Trevi. A wide neighborhood ; 
but we are neighbors. And what are we all here for, I won- 

Eyidently, they had not seen Paul Rushleigh. 
Afterwai-ds I learned that he had been away from the city 
again ; gone with a party to Falestriua. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

THE BEAUTIFUL ROUND. 



.... Patienci: Strong was hy herself in the background. 
Only there is not any background to it. 

I was quite away, however, iit the circumference ; looking at 
the tomb of Raphael. But I ought to go back and bring you 
in from the street, as we came. 

We had been round to the Via Condotti, for our letters j 
and theti were driven back, through the streets and squares be- 
yond the Corso, toward Euined Rome, — the Forum, the Coli- 
seum, the Temples, the great Baths, the Hill of the Caesars. 

It was our flrat going thei'e. Wc had dim notion of the 
topography. We had told tlie man to drive to the Roman 
ForuiB. It scarcely occurred to us, that being our definite ob- 
}ect, that anything else of wonder would lie, in a kind of awful 
disregard upon our way ; would stop us with splendid shock of 
surprise as it did. In the very tliick of the city, where palaces 
churches, college-buildings, convents, shut in against each other 
with a dim, confused crowding, the way opened out to a small 
square, in the midst of which an old, curious, massive fountain 
played in the gloom. 

But what was this looming upon us, above and beyond the 
fountain ? What was this pile that looked over at our puny 
coming like the Face of the Ages ? This fi'ont, worn with 
Time, crumbling to a surface roughness, but solid, like the sur- 
feee-crumbled hills ; dark, solemn, waiting ; a vast porchway, 
pillared with majesty; a rough swell of architecture beyond, 
losing itself among the throng of buildings, showing itself here 
and rhere, uncovered of finish or ornament, its glorious bronze- 
gbeathing stripped off long ago to make altar ornaments for a 
newer temple, — cannon for the Castle of the Holy x\ngel, 
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built above an Emperor's tomb? I have told you. It was the 
Paatheon. 

"We forgot everything elee. We got out of our little, miser- 
able carriage : we walked with insignificant feet up the five 
great steps ; we passed between the august columns ; we crossed 
the deep platform behind them ; we entered through the wide, 
lofty, silent door-way ; we came into a sphere, like the sphere of 
the heavens ' 

A 1 g pa m lit, of porphyry and marbles, so solid that 
DO t ad u d J n it, more than upon velvet. Walla, — a ' 
f aw y h — reaching up their wide-swopt circle, with 

n b ak f y pport between, to the Dome that simply 

u d th It s all a Dome. You know it ; and I knew 

t ( eh { u knew anything in that time we thought we 
did. One must stand here, wiihin, beneath it. to know it at all. 

Overhead, — far overhead, — the one Openiug, from the mid- 
heaven down. The Light all pouring in at its single, sacred 
.»pe[tu[e, softening, spreading as it flows, filling the still inle- 
rior, the Blue, like the curtain of the Tabernacle firmamentiiig 
It acioss' 

I do not care what they built it for. I do not care for the 
disputes, the comparisons. I see what is built. Whether a 
bith for mere bodily luxury, or a tem.ple to all the gods, was 
pknned and meant, something infinitely more turned out, and 
his lasted for the generations. Something that receives the 
soul into itself and floods it with a presence ; that interprets 
woiship and oneness and answer ; that tells, beyond all heathen 
panlhaism, of a divine singleness and plenitude ; in this, — that 
a temple for all the gods finds but its one opening, after all, into 
'he central heaven ; one single source and down-coming of a 
universal filling and abiding. The Cathedral of Milan is a 
History of the Kace : the Pantheoa of Rome is a Revelation of 
God. 

And under the typical light, lie fitly the tombs of them in 
whose souls it shined. 

I walked quietly around the jnar^o under the walls, niched 
and recessed and altared, I found the Virgin and the Child, 
sculptured above the burial place of the man who delighted to 
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piunt his visions of Mary and the Christ. It was while 1 
paused there, trying to read the Latiu woriila of the inscription, 
that some inner touch made me turn to what no movement or 
souiid could have called me. I saw, standing right nnder the 
circle of hlue, in the heart and midst of the inexpressibly soft 
and tender light, — hand laid in hand, face lifted to face, with 
310 surprise, no hesitation, no recalling, it almost seemed, — aa 
if they had stood there ages before, and in the perfect round of 
things had never been lost, and could never have sti-ayed away, 
— two quiet figures : Margaret and Paul. 

I did not hear a word they said. I do not know whether 
they said anything. The greeting, of course, was the thing of 
the moment : but after their hands parted, they stood there, side 
by side 

The Pmtheon lead me its second, beautiful meaning; like 
the ^CLond pirt of the Law of God. 

The hun an fart of it, under the divine supremeness. The 
pcrtect round of our safety, out of which we cannot stray or 
lose anything that is to come to us. In which the partings, 
the di tances the sdences, the turnings away, are mere seemiuga 
in a little seeming ipace, — a real space holding all and keep 
lag ill one m a single Thought ; returning and controling al 
into 1 5U1L haimony aod perfect finding ; in whose great 
"CSrcle, year by year, 
n e 're nearer on the other aids, 
Tl e farther we are sundered here." 

It v/\i in Mirgaret's fa«e, as they turned presently, UMl 
walked toward me 

Calm and suie and satisfied ; no heightened color, no excite- 
ment ; no beginning again of a feverish, uncertain story. A sim- 
ple recovering, in its place and time, in the very spirit of all her 
waiting, of the thing she had been waiting for. 

Would it have been so elsewhere, I wondered ? Or was it, 
in this wonderful place, more like a meeting ia a dream, — a 
finding in eternity? 

All helped, doubtless ; was meant to help. But, as it began 
then there, it went on day by day. 
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General Eushleigli went on to the Coliseum with us. Tliat 
was a day of days ! 

Who says we are shut out, — we to whom the principal 
action of the beautiful story does not sDcm to come ? It was as 
much mine as theirs. 

I felt as serene aa Margaret, Nothing troubled me for tliem: 
I hurried into no fancies, no anxieties. I asked no restless, 
inward questions. 

I think Paul RusUeigh's quietness, being a man's, was differ- 
ent He was strong : he could meet this girl, whom perhaps 
he would not have gone fo meet, without trembling, without 
retreating. The noblest of him could put down the least, the 
eellish ; could be glad in the nobleness of her presence, since it 
had eome. He could take this day, though there might be days 
beyond into which its glory was not to rea«h. Because his love 
also had been high enough to say, — "You may leave me, but 
I can never let you go." 

But Margaret's sweet certainty, — her resting in the right 
that was sure to come, — I hai-dly think that was all his. He 
could bear, — for he was strong ; and he could take a part, with- 
out churlish rejection, although the whole were hopelessly put 
off; for lie was of fine nature : but that wordless patience, so 
giad even in its waiting, — I do not quite think be had entered 
into that ; if a man ever does in his attitude and relation toward 
woman. He may, in his relation toward God ; in his f^th, for 
his life, in the heavenly wisdom ; even jn his losing and utter 
giving up of this very human love } because, in his attitude to- 
ward Giod, he is of the feminine. 

I thought this the more, and was the more sure of it, when 
the days went on, and I contiftued to see them together. 

"What a sunshine it was that fell dowu m a glory over the gar- 
dens ihat grow among the pU'ices of the Ctesars — upon the 
old arches, mighty in decay, — upon the temple fragments ; the 
long excavation of the basilica into the huge hollow of the 
Roman Forum with its pillars and fi actions of will and massive 
steps, and open blanks, and iti lonely, lofty cclumn standing 
apart ; — upon the vast ellipse atid beautiful, broken outline of 
the Coliseum ! 
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Streaming info the great arena; glowing upoa tier above tier 
of tlie amphitheatre slopes ; shut out of the rough huge-pileJ 
staircases that mount up through the archwaja and from the 
long galleries ; meeting and flowing about you again, as you come 
out from these upon the dizzy parapets and platforms ; lighting 
up the endless Campagna as if just there a whole summer hud 
dropped down in one horizon upon the earth ; holding the tow- 
ers and spires and gate-ways and old walls of Home, spread out 
beneath you, in that wide shining that takes in the evil and the 
good I 

Something independent of time and circumstance seemed to 
set free to the perfect enjoyment of that which was so apart from 
time and present circumstance. The long, long stillness and 
desertness, since human fears and agonies had been borne here, 
— the beauty and the calm that rested upon it ail, after the alow 
centuries, like that we had seen in like wise, upon the blue lake 
of Thrasymene, — these seemed to put off, to countei'act, the lit- 
tle criaea and perplexities of to-day ; to make it seem little mat- 
ter in the midst of verities — ourselves verities also, after all — 
what. doubt might be, of mere particular, in the moment, or 
might wait decision in moments still to come. 

We had done and seen enough doubtless, when we camo forth 
from the dusk archway to the warm street space again, and found 
our carriage waiting by the Meta Sudana, — the great, dry, rock- 
rimmed basin, with its ruined cone, through which the water 
played to fill it for the use of the combatants when they rushed 
forth panting and sweating from their hot encounters in the 
arena. We were tired enough, doubtless, had we known it ; but 
there was the lovely day ; there was the pleasant, green-walled 
road, running along under the Palatine Hil! from the Arch of 
Conatantiue: there, beyond, we knew, — just a short drive 
farther, — were the Baths of Caracalla, with the marvelous sun- 
shine and the aweet, sweet air filling the old, deep reservoirs 
%nd magnificent, roofless halls, and playing among the broken, 
ivied masonry. The spell was upon us ; we could not yet return 
to common things. 

Only Margaiet hesitated, thinking of her mother. But we 
were sure that Mrs. Regis would wish her to have the hour 
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longer ; I told her so, quite confidently She hid the lest of us 
to consider, too, our giejt pledsuie igimst an hours delay; 
and we took the w*} of San Giegorio, past the church of liis 
name, where they keep the table at which, they tell yon, the 
Saint fed eveiy moining Hie twelve poor pilgums, and once an 
angel came to mike the thiifeenth 

"After that," said Maigaret, * I wonder people should dislike 
to sit down thirtfen it table There might always, jou know, 
with thirteen souls, be one augel among them ' " 

" Perhaps that is the very thing the supei stitioa came from," 
said General Rushleigh. " People are so strangely atraid after 
aH, even when they seem quite ready, — of turning into angels ! " 

" Well " remarked Emery Ann, " I think if I was a caterpil- 
lar, and Imew about it, I should most dread to leave off ci-awling 
and gnawing, and roll myself up into my coffin, even to turn 
into a butterfly. I don't believe I should ever make up my 
mind to do it, finally," 

"That 'a why, I suppose," said Edith, "they haven't any minds 
given them to make up. And we, who have the minds, haven't 
the responsibility." 

The green roadside was sprinkled with tiny dmsies,and pretty 
ferns grew in the old walls, hung richly often with vines, and 
shaded with evergreen shrubs. We turned off at the angle where 
the roads divide that lead to the neighboring, yet far apart, 
gates of San Paolo on the right, and San Sebastiano on the left- 
A few minutes moi'e brought us to a gi-eat gate in a high wall, 
guarded ; through which we were admitted into the area of ruin 
nearly a quarter of a mile square according to the plan, and 
stretching its stately wreck of wails, mingled with wild green 
growths and crowned with loveliest hanging gardens of thick 
lea&ge and streaming vines in apparently indefinite vistas back 
against wooded hills and vineyard slopes, themselves marked 
here and there vrith some old church or historic fragment seen 
through the irregular, beautiful framework that time and de- 
struction and gradual softening of vegetation have broken and 
Moulded the massive architecture into. 

I have made a lumbering description of it ; but how can I 
Wiuch it to its delicate detail, that fills and finishes the unspeak- 
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able grandeur to a bewilderment of fiiii-jlike loveliness and en- 
chantment ? 

Open to the bare, blue sky, from floors whose rich mosaics 
stall lie in patches, like sheltered snows unmelted by decay ; vast 
masses of masonry lifting themselves up to dizzy height ; these dra^ 
peried in every crevice and from their distant, softly outlined 
ramparts and in their superbly impending arches, with every 
exuberant and delicate aud glorious thing, that springs from seed 
and takes life in this quickening and kindling air; — precious 
sculptures rescued from burial and forgetfulness, set here and 
there, to show, fragmentarily, what the old patient world was 
full of, whose men were content to spend life-time after life-time 
in their slow chiseling ; enormous inclosures marked out to 
make you feel what space is ; — lotjg shallow steps dividing one 
from another, down which you pass thiakiag how the swimmers 
plunged here into the splendid natatorium, or perhaps the glad- 
iators had their games, or may be, as Mun'ay concludes, the 
warm vapors filled the voluptuous oalidarium ; — windings and 
turnings from apartment to apartment, when weed-grown ori- 
fices show how the plentiful streams came into the luxurious 
private baths ; stair-ways ascending where one hai-dly dares to 
climb, and where in some places it is forbidden with a warning; 
and all this so utterly still except for the voices aud footsteps of 
curious visitors like yourselves, or the song of some bird or the 
ciy of a ci-ow through the reposeful air ; — it is a dream, which 
can be only dreamed out by sleep-walking there. 

We strayed away from each other, singly, or by twos ; we 
met again at points where we exclaimed to each other at the 
new beauty of grouping and outlook that we found, — the piclr 
ures into which the mighty scene-work shifted itself as we 
moved. 

Margaret and Paul Rushleigh kept together. She avoided 
him with no conscious shyness ; he delivered himself up to the 
delight of the moment. They seemed not to think of any need 
of purposely breaking or measuring the pleasant intercourse. 
Nobody would suppose that the last time they were together, he 
had asked and she had answered a question which separates or 
joins two lives. Simply, their lives were not separate, whatever 
had been said or unsaid, and never could be. 
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Tet how, with the neet! of word and act and form, and the 
hindering that had come so subtly and strangely between them, 
— was this interior truth to reach its clear aclinowledgment? 
They could not drift, — through this mortal world, at least, — 
in a bliss of chance meetings, and unspoken relation. Pan], — 
the man, — would not drift so. He must either speak once 
more, or leave her again and altogether, when tlie livst delusive 
gladness changed to sober recollection and a realizing of the 
" impossible." 

And how many little things occurring, or filing to occur, 
might prevent his word j his divining that it might be differently 

For Margaret was almost-too frankly-friendly; as if — he 
might think — with one short pswn, one hard and final certainty 
— any different attitude had been fe tadit n 

them ; as it, would he come back so, h m ^1 1 b 1 11 wl af he 
had told liim with such pathos of r t h h 1 o 

" counted him " to be ■ — her friend ! 

How much of this would he hear? II ml lib un- 
derstand ? 

And what could anybody do, but their two sehes ? 

We came back all the way around the Ccelian, Out to the 
farthest point we went, passing the site of tlie Fountain of 
Egeria — turning homeward at last through the Sqnare of St. 
John Lat«ran, before the long, beautiful front of the church, 
piUared, balconied, deeply-arched, with the Christian monogram 
upon its entablature, and white marble figures of Christ and His 
Twelve, standing colossal in high air, above its balustrade. 
Then along the Via di San Giovanni straight from the Church 
to the Coliseum again ; past the old St. Clement, — church of 
three ages, buried over and over again and open still to the 
deepest foundation ; through the Forum once more, upon which 
one comes again and again, with the self-same thrill of strange 
realization and incredible familiarity ; and so, at last, into the 
modern, crowded streets. 

We left General Rushleigh in the Piazza Trajano. A* he 
alighted from the driver's box, he came round quickly to the 
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side of the carriage, — the side where Margaret sat, — to say 
goo'l-morning. ' 

With his hat still raised, and his hand still lingering upon the 
carriage-edge, he asked of her at the very lust, a little liut- 

" WiU Mre. Regis see mo, do you think, if I call ? " 
"I am sure she will, — after a little while," Margaret an- 
swered, readily and simply. 

I could haye almost quan^eled with her for that added " little 
while," which seemed a put-off. I knew it was a quick consider- 
ation for her mother, whose nicety about all her personalities 
Margaret so well understood. Mrs. Regis had been looking un- 
like herself for a day or two ; her cold, or whatever it was, had 
affected her face and eyes ; she was not really in visitable coudi- 

Paul Rushleigh only bowed. He looked a shade disap- 
pointed. He repeated his good-morning, and went away. 

Afier that Margaret did not leave Mrs, Regis for nearly a 
week, except to go down to tlie library at Piale's. I wondered 
what Paul Rushleigh did those days. His card came up to 
Mrs. Regis the second morning, with a basket of cool, white 
grapes, — overlaid with fresh violets; but we neither met him 
nor heard from him othei'wise. I myself was not well ; my day 
among the ruins, 1 thought, had over-tu-ed me. I went once or 
twice to Via Crociferi ; Mrs. Regis grew worse. Her face 
swelled fearfully ; there were great red circles around her eyes 
that spread themselves into forehead and cheeks. She was 
weak ; prostrated with the insidious Roman debility. Margaret 
sat by her, tended her, read to her ; she urged her to see a phy- 
sician But this Ml Regis peisjstentiy refused ' He\io«ld 
order me to leave Rome she sa 1 to me when Margaret was 
oat of the room 

It was paitly impatience I thought anl anxiety to be well 
that iggravated her ailment Ihe days went n and I ftlt as 
if Mirgaret s peace mere almct unnatural She g^ve me the 
key to it when I ventuiel once to siy — 'This is one of the 
meipl cible things just is we weie all met together aid 1 ai 
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had such a beautiful beginning." " It is so plainly a thing that 
nobody could help," the girl answered. " And those things 
must happen right! It was you taught me that, Miss Pa- 
tience." 

She had received through my word a virtual principle into 
her simple, true child-heart, — and it had almost straightway 
sprung up thence in a body of grace that startled me. Yet it 
was only what must grow from it, if the seed-principle be alive, 
and not just a dry, perished grain. Ah, though they be the 
seed of life, we keep our principles in glass jars, so, the most o£ 
ns, that we wonder when some true young soul puts them fear- 
lessly into the soil of every-day living, and the white, perfect 
Woom Gomes up and shows hack our fmth to our faces ! 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 

CATHEDRAL AHD CARNIVAL. 



. . . . " B0T it is not altogether that," saii^ Miss Euplirasia. 

I had come down alone to the Piaaza Ti'ajano that morning, 
Stephen Holabird was now in Rome, and he and Emery Ann 
and Edith had gone together, with a permission, out to the 
Villa Ludovisi, to nee Guercino's Aurora and the gardens. Edith 
and Stephen are so fond of gai-dens. Well, they ai-e at the parar 
diaiacal age ; the young Adam and Eve are strong in them. 
Ton mind, I mean as of the race simply ; representatively man 
and woman ; it would he too absurd to talk of anything else ! 
1 insist on this representative age in which we ought to protect 
these young folks ; not cast them out of the garden by giving 
them beforetime of the Tree of Knowledge. It is a beautiful 
and a holy time ; it comes again, too, — a Paradise Begained, 
after the heat, aud feyer, and disappointment, and mere prose of 
life are over ! 

I had came dovni to sit in the sunshine with Miss Euphrasia, 
and look at the Column of Trajan, We felt, as we sat quiet 
and homelike in the wide, balconied windows, before which, a 
little distance up the square, it rose, as if tliat, of all the glories 
aud antiquities of Eome, belonged to us. It was built into our- 
selves, by our unhurried possession of it in restful hours. From 
base to tip, we followed the mighty grace of its scroll of sculpt- 
ure, that unrolls the story of a conquering reign ; we were 
never tired of the beauty of it, touched anew by each new 
morning sun ; the beauty and power that had stood there seven- 
teen hundi'ed years, monument of tlie memory of the " Senate 
and the Eomau People," for the Emperor who has been dust 
with them and the deeds tiiat the shaft stands for, all that hoary 
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And yt.t,Miss Euphrasia Kirkbriglit and I, sitting iu the sun- 
jliine, gazing at Trajan's pillar, were moved just as deeply, just 
as anxiously, to-day, for two little human histories that we 
thought were meant to become one, and that some sand grahi 
of time or chance might seem to separate, as if to-day were ali, 
and finished it. 

" It is not altogether that ; it la also that she does not know. 
She has no idea that he had heard it all long first; and that at 
this moment he supposes her to have known it then. They 
have met in a quite new order of things, sbe imagines ; the com- 
ing right that she trusts in, she helieves to see already begun." 

" And Mrs. Regis's illuess is keepiag her so shut up ; shutting 
him out, too; and we know, — we and she." 

" One cannot rush at a man with all one knows," said Miss 
Euphrasia. 

She blushed a little as she said it, — and I felt the color, too 
We stopped talking about it ; we had not "aid much , I hid just 
managed to touch the subject so as to tell her of the mistake she 
herself had fiiilen into. We maiden women hive a reverence 
for the things hidden and sacred ; they ha\ e been hidden and 
sacred to us so long. 

Miss Euphrasia laid down her work she htd a little cough 
that often interrupted her, — the couj^'h she had come to Rome 
for, — and it interrupted her now. There are different kinds of 
coughs, as there are different other eipres'.ions Heis was 
really a cheerful little affair ; not lai.kadai'iii-al, oi complaining, 
or rebellious with a kind of angry struggle It was even husk 
and business-like, though gentle ; as if it said, — Yes, I know 
this little bother is to. be expected ifc ill come? in thediys 
work ; it's done now, and attended to I'm ill right and biight 
to go on, and we shall go on all the bettei It mido a natuial 
period, too, to many things. 

She took up her knitting pins again, as the tickling strangle 
subsided, and looked forth cheerily, with the watei in her ejes, 
at the great column. 

" I would rather see that," she said, lifting hei hindkorchiet to 
brush away the dimmiog drops — "e\erj diy and illdiy as I 
io see it, than have what Emery Ann laUs » wink ' it i,\e]y 
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ona of the hundred and eighteen churches of Rome. It is a 
terrible strain and surfeit, tliis sight-seeing. I began with ' Uie 
level best' insanity. I hare had to give it up. The things 
oppressed me. Murray was a weight on my mind." 

" That dreadful little Pineider is worse," I said, " with his 
eight days! It's like the first chaptor of Genesis ; the days 
should be teons. Will you belieye that I really haven't seen 
St. Peter's yet?" 

" I keep St. Peter's for the cold days. I like to go there and 
eit in tiie shelter, and look — you would wonder if I told you 
what I look at moat." 

" I should not know enough to wonder, St, Peter's is a 
mighty phantom to me. 1 believe I have been keeping it, in 
the fear of a disappointment." 

"We might go tliere to-day," said Miss Euphrasia, At that 
moment the bell sounded on the landing. The English ladies 
were out. We were in Miss Eupiirasia's own inner room ; be- 
tween it and the large salon she had a small lobby-like space 
which she had made pretty with flowers, and used for her sep- 
arate little reception parlor. In this we heard footsteps pres- 
ently ; the maid servant appeared between the curtains of the 
portiere aad announced, with sweet Italianizing, — 

" Signor Eossili." 

We had run away from him as a topic of conversation, to the 
Church of St. Peter j we were just on the point of running 
actually away to St. Peter's itself, to escape, I think, sitting 
there loojsing at each other with the same subject half dismissed 
in both our minds ; and with the frequent inexplicable mag- 
netism of things thought of and coming, here he was bodily. 

" We were speaking of you just now," said Miss Euphrasia, 
as people always say. She did not blush at all at that; she hid 
quite safely behind the every-day human esperience, 

"And I have been speaking of you," returned General Rusli- 
eigh. " I have just come from Via de' Crociferi," 

" Have you seen them ? " I asked, somewhat eagerly. 

" Miss Margaret only, at the door. Her mother was not able 

" It is auch a trouble," I answered hirn quickly, — " ' so tire- 
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Bonie,' — as the English say, — that their salon is the first room 
fi'om the corridor. Mrs. Regis lies there on tlie sofa all day, 
and of course nobody can be admitted, unless to her." 

" Miss Margaret told me that her mother would like to see 
you, Miss Euphrasia, And as I could do no other service, I 
came roimc to tell you. Some time to-day, perhaps " — 

" I will go indeed," replied Miss Kirkhright. " We were just 
thinking of setting out — but that of coarse is of no conse- 
quence, — for an hoar at St. Peter's. I mean — my day was 
quite unappropriated," she adding, smiling at her own unwonted 
awkwardness. 

" And why not ? " asked General Eushlelgli. " An hour at 
St. Peter's is not exactly of no consequence. And — as my day, 
too, is unappropriated, — might I go with you ? " 

As we went along in the carriage, I found myself, all the way, 
imderUanding my fi-iends, as my trick is ; getting beneath, — 
for what else is understanding ? — ■ and feeling upon myself their 
circumstance, — recognizing in myself then motive and move- 
ment. 

I knew what Mrs. Ee^s's mood wai, by her sending for Miss 
Euphrasia. Something in her turned newly, and finely, and 
truly, to the best; some fresh resohe, some quiet submission, — 
some i-eward of fellowship, consequently, which is the real com- 
munion of the saints — of them who are being made holy, — gave 
her the restful longing that clswma companionhood with them 
who are above and farther within ; the desire, felt only from 
some small quickening of the spirit, toward souls in whom it 
largely moves. We do not know how to pray "Make us to be 
numbered with thy saints," until we first feel shining into our- 
selves some beam of the glory everlasting. 

Paul Rushleigh had been doing little, I fancy, in these days 
in which we had known little of him. They were calendared 
by those calls of inquiry at the door, those sendings up of violets 
and roses and sweet fruits ; between, he lived them as he could. 
I think the Archseological people saw little of him in those 
days. He came to us to-day simply because he could not Btay 
with Margaret and her mother. We were next He could not 
keep utterly away. 
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" I did not tell you all the message, Miss Enpln-asia," lie 
Raid, after tlie silence in which these thoughts had possessed nie. 
" She said lier mother wanted you to come and hriug her some 
of youv hoavenly-mindedoess." 

He smiled as he repeated Margaret's words. 

How well I knew it I To be in a humor for heavenly-uiiiid- 
edness is snrely to have some of It already. It is to him that 
hath that more can he given, 

" Margaret is anxious about her mother," I said. Miss Eu- 
phrasia had answered nothing but a smile again to that message 
about heavenly-mi ndedness. She never speaks anything hut 
words. She never disdaims j she never utters mechanically ; 
she is never embarrassed into nonsense. "Mere words?" she 
repeated that expression to me once with questioning emphasis, 
" Words are evorytliing. They are worth ; they ai'e wliat is ; 
they are the original values. Verbum, — verum ; it ts the one 

I think I spoke from the absurd feeling which I cannot keep 
so clear from, that something had got to be said ; that it is like 
shutting a door in a friend's face to sit silent when he has 
spoken. So I blundered. 

" I think she feels that they ought to go away from Eorae." 
Then I could have bitten my tongue ; for there was nothing 
more to be explained about it, and I discerned instantly what 
color, aside from the daughterly anxiety, such a feeling of 
Mai'garet's might wear tfl him. Bat he said nothing. He did 
not even pursue the subject of Mrs. Regis's health. I could see 
that he was trying some question in his own mind. I struggled 
against " underetanding " him, lest the magnetism betweea us 
should move in him to the idea that I was afraid of. 

I was glad that, driving rapidly, we came presently to the 
beautiful bridge of St. Angelo, which no one can approach with- 
iiut a summons of thought, from whatever abstraction, to itself 
and what it leads to. 

Broad, low sprung over its five arches, its stone parapets 
stretching fair from side to side of the river, its piers the pedes- 
tals of colossal statues, — St. Peter and St. Paul guarding the 
entiance, and five angels beyond thom on either hand bearing 
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separate emblems of Christ's Passion, — the Ci-own, the Ci-osa, 
the spear, the iiaila, the sponge, the reed, the scourge, the scrollt 
and other two, I know not what, unless the robe of mockery 
and the cord that bound him in the garden; — crossing to the 
foot of the Castle fortifications above which against the clear, 
bright heavens stands the round mass of the tower with its 
chapel at top, summit-crowned with the figure of the alighted 
Angel sheathing the red sword of plague ; beyond it, at the loft, 
St, Peter's Dome and the Hill of the Vatican ; — thei-e is some- 
thing in (he grouping and in the approach, that gives this 
'arthest tongue of the city beyond the Tiber a wonderful, aiTest- 
ag power and charm ; a claiming instantly to itself, away from 
the heathen Rome down opposite among the ancient hills, a 
focal interest and veneration ; outskirt as it is of the City of the 
Emperors, but centre, for ages, of the Christian World, 

It had been difficult for me to get rid of the childish notion 
that St. Peter's must be in the actual middle of Kome ; I had 
always, when 1 thought about it, had to stop and pick it up, out 
of my imagination, and set it there beyond, with the force with 
which one rectifies, difficultly, a consciously wrong mental pict- 
ure. But now it placed itself, forever; beyond that fair, angel- 
sentineled bridge, beyond the tower upon the tomb, and the 
chapel upon the tower, — away under the right hand and the 
sheathing sword and the stretching wings of Michael the arch- 
seraph ; now, for always, I saw it, fronting upon its glorious 
open Court, whoso wide area seems for the welcoming of the na- 
tions, — its colonnades reaching themselves afar on eifJier side, 
with invitation, — above them a multitude of statues, figures 
of saints that walk as it were serene heights of heavenly battle- 
ments, — its fountains of pure water rushing up into the light, 
like the waters of Life springing everywhere in the courtways 
of Jerusalem the Golden I 

" It might be," said Miss Euphrasia, " the typical Temple of 
all the earth ! " 

" Oh, the fountains ! And the great space ! And the sweep 
of those galleries and tbeir pillars ! ' Whosoevci' will — let him 
tome ! ' " I said, half breathless. 

" ' And drink freely,' " General Euahleigh finished it for me. 
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" It just speaks tliat. I could think of nothing the first tJine 1 
saw it, l)ut of the Jews' temple in tin; ' last great day of the 
feast,' when they were bringing tte waters from Siloam, anil He 
Btood and ei'ied : ' If any man thirst, let him come unto me ! ' 

A city wittin a city. That is St. Peter's. 

A gorgeous city, whose solemn avenues are fi>r altars; where 
men walk or pause for woriihip ; where there is not labor nor 
traiSc, nor dwelling built for the body. Sculptured masses,— 
piere of the great architecture, — stand along the aisles, making 
them like streets of temples ; dividing the immense space so 
that it is in spaces only that you measure and conceive of it. 
So that people entering in with the common fancy, agape for 
some untold, immediate enormousness, think they are disap- 
pointed, cheated somehow. My own iirst impulse was to wish 
them all away, for an instant at least, that I might see the 
whole ! as one wishes away the piece of the marble — however 
disguised into an accessory of the subject — that holds the chis- 
eled thought in its bodily poise and will not let it absolutely 

General Eushleigh looked at me. I looked on, and on ; I 
moved, and gazed, and moved again. He followed, interested 
to discover my genuine, fresh impression. I would not let it 
escape me, for I knew I had got no ti'ue impression yet. 

After a while, seeing I sMd nothing, he asked me : — 

'* Is it different from what you bad expected ! Does it disap- 
point you ? " 

Then I knew what it did do. As soon as he spoke the word, 
I knew that the grand perplexity was not die appointment. 

" It baffles me," I said. " As the Alps do, crowding each 
other out of sight. Where one mightiness hinders from another, 
and the whole is never seen by any mortal eye I " 

" I waited for your definition of it," he said. 

We wandered slowly up the nave, through that world of 
statues, reliefs, mosaics ; histories, and monuments, covering the 
walls, crowding chapels and niches, clasteririg around huge ped- 
estals ; we came forth, almost blunted to sublimity, by the vast 
■icale to which we had set perception and comparison, — and this 
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shows how the spirit plays lo any key, proportions itself to uni- 
verse or atom, and asserts divinity in itself, — under the Dome 
and the Altar-Caaopy ; where balconied buttresses like towers, 
support the enormous vault, and underneath are themselves hot- 
lowed into temple niches that hold statues seventeen feet in height. 
Here again, grandeur intercepts grandeur; there is a firmament 
below a firmament, and up into the concave of the one from the 
zenith summit of the other, from out of the golden leafage and 
gorgeous oroament of the baldaochino into the high mid-space of 
the cupola, — reaches the golden Cross, one hundred feet above 
the pavement. And beyond all, they tell you, between this bla- 
zoned, interior dome, — pictured in mosaic from base to lantern, 
with figures of Evangelists, Apostles, the Virgin, the Saviour, 
and the Almighty Form looking down over all, — and the g^ddy, 
topmost ball, to which as through interstellar spaces, a staircase 
winils between the spheres, — stretches a third encompassing 
round between the altar and the blessed depth of heaven. 

'• How much they put in the way I " 1 said to Paul Ruah- 
leigh. 

" Cumbered with much serving," answered Paul, " The Ro- 
mish Chui-ch has always been a Martha. The simple heathen 
thought was better. The Pantheon is clearer than St. Peter's." 

" There is nothing of human building so great as the Pan- 
theon ! " I exclaimed. 

" And yet, Michael Angelo did what he said he would ; he 
raised the Pantheon into the air 1 Do you know this Dome is 
larger than that whole structure ? " 

" No," I said stoutly. " Feet are nothing. The Pantheon is 
the greater thing ! " Paul Rushleigh smiled aud let it go. 

We sat down in the left transept, near the door of the sacristy. 
We had brought in camp-stools from a stack outside, which an 
old man kept to let to visitors. All around us stood the confes- 
sionals, between the chapels ; ticketed with advertisements o( 
diflfereat languages, in which penitents might wliisper their sins 
and receive the priestly absolution. Before us, in the centre, 
was the high altar, beneath the Dome and its own gorgeous 
haldacchino. Under that, the " Confession," — - tlie tomb of St. 
Peter, with the ninety-three lamps always burning about it, and 
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the marble Po]>e always kneeling at its door between the marble 
stairs. To the left the great space of the Tribune, — the head 
t)f the arahitectura.1 ci'oss ; set round with tombs and shrines and 
sculptures; at whose far end stands the chair of St. Peter, — 
the real seat, as the Church holds it, built over with a chair of 
bronze. Like the stone of Scone in Westminster Abbey, in- 
closed within the Coronation Chair of English monarchs. Every ■ 
thing huilt about and about, to keep it safe I 

Opposite, the other transept shut off with a temporary screen 
This was where they held the famous Ecumenical CouncO, 
Upon the screen, freshly frescoed, was the figure of Christ, — 
the Ascended, yet Ever-Abiding ; and over the door-way the 
Latin words of the Promise ; " Lo, I am with you always, even 
unto the end of the world." A simple form, benignant and 
meek of air, in the midst of all the oppression of the sur- 
rounding splendor. Not painted by any famous hand ; not 
meant to stay there among the things fashioned for the ages ; 
and yet the thing of all that spoke most surely of enduring. 

" How that stands like a Defense," I said, " between the 
Church and Church Authority ! How their quoting of His own 
words neutralizes the tyranny of their dogma ! " 

"That is the thing I told you I liked the best to look at," 
said Miss Euphrasia. 

"In the midst of all the burden of their ceremony ; in the 
face of their councils, — that simple Presence and tlie promise 
of it," said Paul Eushleigh. " One wonders how they daied 
to put it there. It seems to tell the world just what they hide 
from it. It is like Jesus of Galilee in his peasant robe, stand- 
ing in the Temple at Jerusalem, saying, " I am the Light of 
the World." 

" It makes one feel how the world is safe after all," said Miss 
Euphrasia. 

" Yes," he said, with kindling warmth. " They may mauu- 
facture what they please, in behind there, and command men 
outside to believe ; but those words, in the faee of the shut-out, 
waiting world, are stronger: ' Lo, /am with you always! ' " 

Coming down the long nave again. General Rushleigh was 
again by my sido It began to seem to me that he kept near 
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me with a kind of sense of something I might have to give him, 
— a waiting for something I might possibly say ; I felt that one 
thing was between us ; a thing that neither of us found direct 
reason to bring to speech. As we stopped within the entrance 
for Miss Euphrasia, who had lingered among the sculptures in 
(he chapels near the door, he said to me, at last. 

" Do you feel anxious about Mrs, Kegis ? " 

" Everything makes me anxious in Rome," I answered. 
" And Mrs. Regis has not not been well for a long while before. 
I think she onght to be out of Italy." 

" 1 think sometimes, Miss Patience, that I ought also to be out 
of Italy; that I ought not to have mot them here. again. For 
we have met, and we have not met. I had better go off up the 
Nile, after all, perhaps. And yet, I have not liked to leave 
while she was ill." 

'' Do not leave. General Rushleigh." 

It was all I could say. 

"Do you tell me that? Being a woriian, you may under- 
stand best. Do I disturb them, do you think? I know it can- 
not be quite the old relation. It is too soon, perhaps. But I 
cannot stand outside of where I was before in their friendship ! 
I do not come asking for anything else, I hope they don't mis- 
give me, Miss Patience!" 

I think those were just the words he said. They look 
strangely meek now that I have written them down; but you 
would not have felt them meek if you had stood there with 
Paul Rushleigh. They came in brief, strong sentences, full of 
a strong man's conscious honor and great pride. 

I was even touched in my own pride. Did he moan to teli 
me that for them ? That he did not come asking anything but 
mere friendship any more ? 

But I knew bettor. By an insight deeper than any words 
we ventured on between us, I knew a great deal better. 

That miserable shut door; and Mrs. Regis with her poor, 
strangely disfigured face ! And this man tliat would not guess 
anything, and would not let Margaret be a mere woman, who 
might have acted in a mistake ! He set her so high that he set 
her hopelessly away from him. I did not believe in that 
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" friendship " that he took this posture of being satisfled with 
But if a man telk you it ia all he wants, how are you to convey 
to him thai a great deal more may be ready for him? I have 
pity on the jieople in the novels, now, who act as if they were 

I answered to his last words, which I have left whole para- 
graphs behind; — 

" I hope they don't misgive me, Miss Patience." 

" Was there anything like that in Margaret," I asked, half 
indignantly, " the day we met you in the Pantheon ? All that 
perfect, lovely, happy day ? " I heaped the adjectives like re- 
proaches. 

" No ; that was a day of heaven. But Miss Regis is simply- 
just what and where she always was ; and perhaps she cannot 
always — when there is time to consider — forget — what I wish 
to heaven she might forget ! " 

I had no doabt he did. I have no doubt men often do. 
That they might begin al! over again, and be wiser. 

Miss Euphrasia came up. 1 had only time for one word 

" Do not leave Rome," I repeated. " We may all need you. 
If Mrs. Regis would ou!y see a physician " — 

" Do you mean that she has not seen one? What are you 
all thinking of?" 

I -was anxious as he was. But it was too absurd. Just as if 
I could have told him thai/ 

What I did tell him was, that she was afraid of being ordered 
ofT. 

" And you know she has been shut up almost ever since 
she came," I said. " The air is good in those high rooms. 
And they have the best water, — the Acqua Vergine. The mis- 
chief was in her first week ; she rushed about among the ruins, 
and she had not been well in Venice." 

" Venice is poisonous this year ! " 

"It is just like poison, — this that has affected her; she 
brought home scraps of weeds and vines from, the Coliseum ; 
she dug thorn from little crannies and hidden, damp places, — 
tlie few that she could find, since tjiey have scraped it! And 
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she kept them in a basin in her room wiiiting to feel ab!e to 
press them or set them out in eaith Margaiet thiulis thit was 
bad; she did not know of it for "seveial days. Then he i gloies, 
and her handkerchief, in which she tied them ' It was all an 
imprudence, — everything was a nsfe 

"Will you take me round there? Miss Euphri^ia asked 
" We could stop at Spada-FUmmi s and get their letteis with 

"Yes; let us make haste we must have had fii more thm 
our hour here ; and the children will be at hime, wanting their 

It appeared that General Ruiihleigh had foigotten his own 
mail until now- We ordered fhediivor to tiko us round by the 
Via Condotti. 

The Carnival was raging along the Corso. Wo always took 
the back streets in our drives, only crossing it when wo must. 
We met everywhere groups of maskers, going and returning ; 
everywhere carriages dashed about, gay with flags and flowers 
and young faces looking out from pink and blue and whit* and 
cherry-colored dominos. But the old prestige of the gala time 
has iaded down. If all the former grace of its festivity had 
been still about it, we should yet have wanted time and money 
most for other things ; but degenerated into the boisterous, dusty, 
uncomfortable, dangerous thing it is, we simply kept as clear of 
it as we could. Stephen would put on an old hat and coat and 
go down among it, to come back and tell as funny stories ; and 
EHgia rushed in, day after day. just in time for dinner duties, 
herhair always lime-powdered, and the coriandoli sticking in it 
behind ; and we watched the impromptu dances and gay jokes 
of the common people in the piazza from our windows ; and 
these tilings quite satisfied us with the Saturnalia. 

We followed the river, and came up by the Via di Ripetta to 
the Piazza del Popolo, whore three great streets — di Ripetta, — ■ 
del Bahuino, and the central Corso, — diverge from the great 
square at the northernmost gate. 

We had to get around through the Piazza to the Via Ba? 
buino, running whatever gauntlet might be in the way. 
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There was a great, bustling crowtl. A stoppage of vehicles , 
a murmur along the street. Some police checked as as we 

"Needs to wait," — add our coachman, in Italian, " To wait 
— for tlie Princess Margherita ! " 

Two or three open cari'iages swept round swiftly through the 
open space kept for them; in one sat the lovely daughter-in- 
law of Victor Einannel with her young husband. The people 
are wild with enthusiasm for Marguerite of Savoy. Great cheers 
went up after her, and waving of hals and scarfs and handker- 
chief. "We waved also ; Genei-al RusMeigh stood up in the 
carriage and lifted his hat high over his head with a quick 
salute 

'"Ebuona cosa aspettare! La hellissima principessa Mar- 
gherita ! " said the proud cocher, as if he had presented us at 

I wonder if the words rung afterwards in Pa*il Eushleigh's 
ears as they did in mine. " It is a good to wait for ! The most 
beautiful Princess Marguerite ! " 

We ail found letters at the banker's. On the other side of 
the world from home, people never apologize for opening their 
letters iu each other's presence. We sat back in our separate 
corners, breaking envelope after envelope, glancing at contents, 
shufQing them together for full reading and re-reading at our 
leisure. 

I was not surpriseil when General Rushleigh reached acrosa 
to me a fresb, dainty note, in which was simply written, — 

" If you come again, dear fi-iend, I will see you." 

" Virginia Regis." 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

IN MASK AND DOMINO. 



.... Stephen — wild boy! got them faidy into the Car- 
nival that day, after alL They came hack from the Villa Ludo- 
viai, ate their lunch without waiting for me, and drove down to 
the Piazza di Spagna, to buy some of Anderson's fresco-photo- 
graphs at Spithover's, while it was fresh in their minds ; and 
then he took them through Via Condotti, and all the way down 
the Coreo to Piazza Colonna, under the fire of confetti that had 
just begun for the afternoon. Emery Ann and Edith had to 
cover their faces with their shawls to defeml themselves ; peep- 
ing out through telescopic folds at the funny maskers who 
crowded about the cairiage with Italian jokes and shouts of 
laughter ; for the laughter, — let Emoi y Ann "fay what =he will 
about cosmopolitan language, — is a*! characferiaticaJly in their 
own tongue as the speech. 

But they got their mood up for the fiin ; and the next day, 
nothing would do but they must arrange themselves properly and 
go again. I left them early in the forenoon basting up cambrics 
into dominos; masks they must have to save their lace?; Emery 
Ann made a black doak, and Stephen hought her a nice, re- 
spectable black velvet mask; Edith was to be all rose-cobr, 
— cambric and satin; and she pinned fresh roses into her 
white hat, 

" You never saw such ' passing ' in all your life, Emery Ann ! 
Did you ? " said the girl, gayly. 

But she stopped to tie up a bunch of freshest violets from a 
basket Stephen had brought in, for me to carry with her love, 
to Margaret. " If she could only come, too I " said both the 
children. 
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" It is not mnch ? It is the swelling coming down about tlie 
mouth ? " Margaret spoke with an inflection modulated touclt- 
ingly between assertion and question. " It is less than it was at 
first, I am sure; and it has only been since this morning." 

It was very little ; but it made such a difference ; and such 
terrible names of things one knows so little about, flash into 
one's mind so ! 

" There has been a kind of — stiffness, — almost numbness, — 
with this swelling ; it has been in my fingers, too," said Mrs. 
Eegis, lifting her hand and moving the fingers slightly. They 
were a little swollen evidently ; the dinted knuckles had grown 
nearly smooth ; all the sparkling rings had been taken off. 

" We have sent for Dr. G ," said Margaret, " He is 

coming this morning. And he will tell us it is nothing ; and 
then mamma will eat some breakfast." She spoke with that 
tone of coaxing assurance with which one encourages at the 
same time one's self and another, 

" She must eat something now," I said, uncovering my pitcher. 
" Will G-igia bring me a toast dish ? " 

I made Mrs. Eegis take a little of the nice cream toast, that 
had kept warm in the deep pitcher, pinned over with a thick 
napkin. She had only had a cup of .tea before, Margaret said. 
As she tasted it and we sat talking, she grew more cheerful, 
Margaret laid the bunch of violets on the delicate white hand- 
kerchief that was just shaken out of fold upon her gray, soft 

Just that little thing made it seem more impossible. It could 
not be that to Mrs. Ee^s, — beautiful, dainty, fit only for aU 
exquisite surrounding, — to whom flowers, and freshness, -and 
every luxury of niceness and perfectness naturally belonged, — 
should come change, disease, wreck ! Oh, no 1 one could not 
think of that terrible word with her ! 

We all grow cheerful in the subtle something that human 
companionship and sharing give to the meeting of whatever hu- 
man anxiety or pain ; the inevitable lessening and wanting that 
come after the flrst surprise of any apprehension, brought th^if 

Our spirits rase even to something like gayeiy, as we talked. 
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I told them about the Carnival-going, and gave Edith'a mes- 
" Dear chi3d!" saJd Margaret. " Thank her, — ever so 

How curiously the woman in her deepening experience looked 
over at the cMld in Edith, across the scarcely three years he- 
tween them ! 

There was only an hour; and then a ring of tha corridor- 
bell annouuced the coming of the physician. 

Margaret met him in the ante-room. She looked suddenly 
pale £^ain, as she brought him in and introduced him. I felt 
my heart tremble in my bosom ; and Mrs. Regis said not ft word 
for three or four instants. From underneath all our cheerful 
coyering up, tlie thought we were afraid of sprang to its dreafl 
and threat again, at the approach of the man who coald decide 
or dismiss it. 

" Ach I " said the physician. He had drawn a chair to the 
sofa, sat down and glanced keenly at his patient 

He proceeded at once to his business. He asked questions. 
He lifted the silken shade, esamined the eyes, the swelling, 
made her look up and down, watched the movement of the lids, 
pressed gently the flesh of forehead and cheek with his finger. 
He examined tongue and pulse. He made her move limbs, 
fingers ; he placed his hand, his ear against her heart. At last 
he sat back in his chair, again, regarding her. 

" Ach 1 ■' 

That was Dr. G — — 's prologue and epilogue. 

"It is not serious thing. It is heat, — cold. Too much of 
travel; too much of Rome. ^Qi(-igue. ife-bility. And,^I 
think, — some touch of poison to the system; maybe of malaria; 
maybe — where you have been ? " he asked suddenly. 

Then Margaret told him of the days in the ruins ; of the 
gathering and bringing home the weeds and vines, 
■ " Ach ! — I thought ! — You shall have Belladonna and 
Rhus; then you shall have tonic; then, in two weeks, -p ten 
days, — you shall leave Rome ! " 

" You. can make biff-tea ? " he said to Margaret, in the ante- 
room " She shall have plenty. She must be made strong. It 
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IS more thing tha^ one. You shall take great care. You shall 
make her cheerful It is the nerves are worn ; one cannot tell 
what the nerves will do when they are like that. But now? 
It is not serious thing." 

The doctor was gone, to come again to-morrow. Margaret 
came ba^k to tlie sofa, knelt down heside it, and kissed her 
mother. " You are just to be made bright and happy, and have 
ever so much beef-tea ! " she said, — and then burst out crying, 
gently. 

" A very nice way to make me bright and happy ! " a^d 
Mrs. Regis, lightly ; but her own voice trembled. Slie put her 
arm around Margaret's shoulder, and held her for a second. 
Then she made her get up. " There, — this must he all over," 
Bhe said. " We have all been thinking of something terrible, 
and it has been a long while since morning ! Now wliat I want 
is that you should go out. Miss Patience, you are to take her 
somewhere. She sees nothing ; she has nothing to come and 
tell me of ; and I am to be made cheerful I " The last words 
were added before Margaret could speak, in answer to hev re- 
bellious gesture. 

" Gigia can bring the beef first, if you like, and you can set 
the tea brewing ; Mrs, Flitwick can wait upon me. The doc- 
tor's powders will come with directions; 1 want to rest; Miss 
Euphrasia, or somebody, may come by and by ; I must get qui- 
eted down by myself first. Miss Patience, she has never seen 
St. Peter's. Take her there." 

She was growing excited. I thought she ought to have quite 
her own way, I knew how much of action and reaction in her 
feeling must be straining, wearing her. " We will go a little 
while," I said to Margaret, quietly. " There will be other days. 
You will be quite enough needed. She will want us all some- 
times." 

I meant a promise in that " all," of days again like the old 
days when we had been all together. And I think it touched 
the secret faith of Margaret's patient waiting. She could wait 
one more day. One at a time she had waited so many. 

She went away to Mrs. Flitwick and Gigia. Mrs. Regis 
turned to me instantly. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



214 SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS. 

"If I liad been going to have what you know you thought jf, 
Misa Patience ! If I had been going to die, perhaps, — it would 
not have been so much ! But — in this plight — to see I'aul 
Rushleigh, — and get well after it I I have sent for him. Antl 
he wiU be sure to come to-day ; I hojm you feel the hei'oisui of 

She was in a curious mood. She put real, vital things, in 
such a whimsica! form. She set her sacrifice, — which made its 
crudal demand atlast, as sacrifice so often does, of merest human 
weakness, laying its test-touch upon the quick at some small 
surface-nerve, — in the attitude of a frivolity. 

" Are you sure it is not too much ? " I asked. " Will it do 
for you, dear Mrs. Regis ? " 

" Nothing else will do," she answered, " hut to let this thing 
right itself. It is this that has heen too much for me. To have 
been a hindrance, — when I came with one clear, single pur- 
pose. We have met him, — and we have not met him. Mar- 
garet is an angel ; hut Paul Rushleigh, after all, is a man." 

"Met and not met." Predsely his own words. 

" You are so wise, and it is so good of you ! " I did not dare 
say "noble," — '-grand," with the emphasis I feit. But Mrs. 
Regis understood me. 

" Too think me generous," she said plainly and straightly 
"I am not generous. For that very reason, I can just do the 
thing that is set me,- — with a blind kind of heroism, aa I said. 
It was set for me to come to Rome ; it was set for me to stay. 
It is set for me to see Paul Rushleigh just as I am. These 
three plain tilings are poasihle to me to do ; though I am not 
generous." 

I suppose " generous " is " bora-noble ; " but is not " noblesse 
oblige" the pass-word all the way up? And how mxcA horn 
yet are we any of us, after all ? 

By the time Mrs. Flitwick had been given her instructions, 
and Gigia had hrought the beef, and Margaret was ready, an- 
other half hour was gone. 

" Never mind the book," said Mi's. Regis, hastily, Margaret 
was searching about for a library volume that was to be re- 
turned to Piale's. 
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" Here it is," she said, and tooted it under hex arm as she 
stood drawing on her glove hy the door. The bell rang jnst 
outside. 

" Margaret ! " Margaret turned. 

" If that ia General Rushleigh, tell Mrs. Flitwick to show him 

Margaret opened the door, met Mrs. Flitwiclt crossing from 
the kitchen, and stopped her with her mother's message. Then 
she came back into the room, as if of course. 

Paul Eushlcigh entered. Margaret met him, gave him hur 
hand, then moved to Jet him pass toward her mother. Mrs, 
Regis stretched out hers, putting the other, as she did so, to the 
edge of her silken shade ; pushing it upward slightly that she 
might ace from under it ; her hand and the fine, laced handker- 
chief that she held in the bend of the smaller lingers, covering 
at the same time that changed corner of her mouth. 

" In TOask and domino," she said. " This is my ' Carnival,' " 
She lingered on the syllables ; her Italian utterance of the word 
gave it back its meaning, 

" Do not stay, Margaret." Margaret was drawing off her 
glove again. She looked at her mother with surprised eyes. 
Not stay ? When he had come so often, and been sent away ? 
Why was she to be sent away now ? 

" General Rushleigh will come again ; he will excuse you 
now. I shall want jou all sometimes, as Miss Patience says. 
But to-day, — I cannot see so many together, and you must have 
your drive." 

It took all Margaret's new-found faith and love towai-d her 
mother; all her higher laith — grown to a habit — that the 
thing that happens to one, in one's duty, is the right thing; I 
could feel that. But her high certainty of Paul Rushleigh never 
thought of being tested ! That he could misunderstand her for 
a moment, — that did not occur to or trouble her. Since her 
mother would have it so, she could wait one more day. 

She went straight over to him with her hand reached oat 
agmn. Her dear eyes looked into his. She said, with a simple, 
mespressible grace, " I would not go, hut that a 
Do not let her talk too much," 
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He bowed gravely, kindly. Hia eyes were as steadfest as 
Iiers ; but they had not her unquestioningness. In a brief, deep 
glance, they studied, searched her ; it was a look intense, but 
uot prolonged, — tien he let go her hand, which he had scarcely 
detuned, and she turned to her mother. She gave her a tiuy 
hand-screen from the mantel. It had a long silk friuge about 
its amall oval. Mrs. Regis'a sofe was wheeled toward the fire. 
There was excuse for some graceful shielding of the poor, altered 
face; and the dropping fringe, as she slanted the screen before 
it, fel! lightly against cheek and chin. 

We left her so ; General Eushleigh came to the door with ua, 
with the half-purpose, apparently, to accompany ua down-stairs 5 
but Margaret said good-bye, and turned toward the kitchen for 
some last order to Mrs. Flitwick about the tea. He repeated 
her word with the same grave kindness, and returned to Mrs. 
Eegis. Gigia ran down to the street before us, and called a 
carriage. 

" San Pietro in Vaticano," I said to the driver, as wo got in. 

I remembered, with a kind of obligation, — : though I did not 
know why, — that that was where we were to go. 
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CONFESSION. 

.... I DO know what passed at that iiiterpiew. I do feel, 
often anfi often, the unclosiug of eyes that are not set in my fore- 
head. Everybody does. Half our lives are made up of knowl- 
edges that come by imagination and inflneuce only. We dram- 
atize to ourselves contiuually, that which does or might take 
pltice concerning ns, or tlie people and things we care for. "We 
hear, internally, the words our friends — our enemies perhaps 
— do doubtless say of us. Our consciousness of what we are to 
them, of what they are, and will do, — takes this form. Else it 
wojld not be cojiBciousness, By these things we know that we 
are of the nature of those " living creatures " that praise before 
the Absolute Light, standing in the central vision. 

" Hamlet with Hamlet left out ? " But what would the play 
be, if everything were lefi out but Hamlet ? That is what our 
life would be, if shadows and fragments and insights did not 
continually take form and place to ns, and fill up the scenes in 
which we are not actually upon the boards. 

I was in intense sympathy with Mrs. Eegis. I was clmr- 
voyante to the spirit of what was happening, at least, as I sat 
there again in the south transept of St. Peter's, while Margaret 
walked slowly to and fro among the chapels, and beneath the 

If she had been well, — Mrs. Eegis, I mean, — and tliey had 
been going and coming, — meeting daily, returning to their old, 
friendly habit and intercourse, —she might have let things ad- 
just themselves. It might have been the only way. That was 
sertainly what she had come to Eome for. She would have 
bided her time, at least, waiting if any direct word were needful. 
But now, I was sure, she had bent all circumstance to her will 
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to-5ay, that she might say some word, makt jomo sign, c;ill 
fortli her own opportunity to convey to Paul Euslileigh tlial 
which his not knowing might prevent in some of these few re- 
maining days all possibility of hia coming to know ; or of undor- 
Btanding what Margaiet'a way and manner, so high above the 
way and manner of any ordinary girl, was real expression of. 

" You have been very kind, and I have wished to see you be- 
fore. But I waited till I should be a less wretched object to be 
Been," I could hear her say ; and she lays down the screen, with 
which she will not make a coquetry of disguise, and lifts again 
the silken shade a little, with that simpler defense of hand and 
handkerchief. " But now I know I shall have to leave Rome 
before very long; and I have been a little frightened. I could 
not have you kept away any longer, my friend." 

She says those last words as they are only said when they 
hold one of the strongest meanings of a heart and a life-time. 
But she says them as aaiy woman might say them to any mau. 

General Rushleigh looks pained and anxious at the change 
in her. He asks her witli (luick solicitude, if she has aeon a 
physician. 

" Doctor G has been here this morning. He says ' it is 

not serious thing.'" She quotes his iiccent, as well as his word, 
making light, so, of the matter, and then passes it quite by. 

" 1 wrote two letters to you, when I supposed you were in the 
East. I sent them to Beyrout and Alexandria. Of couise tlioy 
have never come to you. If they ever should, will you return 
them to me?" 

She would provide against those letters saying anything too 
plainly to him, by and by, — coming out of the by^gone with an 
asking, — if what she bad to say to him to-day by any perad- 
venture should fall useless and too late. She would mean that 
he should know clearly one simple fact ; but she would be quite 
conscious that all this time might possibly have made a differ- 

" I did not mean, you see, to g^ve you up into the great hap- 
hazard of time and absence. I meant to hold something that I 
ihonght I had gained. At my age," ^ she would put herself at 
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ance, into that clear, irrevocable attitude of elder years, — it was 
one (if the things that ia her " blind heroism " she could find her- 
self " set to do," — - " one does not make many new, real friends. 
Rut since you did not go, after all, to Egypt and the East, why 
have you not made any sign before, — yourself, — to us ? Why 
did you not let us know? "Why have we not sooner beguu 
where we left off?" 

" Do you know where we did leave off ? But I beg your par- 
don, 1 will not ask. I will take the grace of your meaning. It 
answers something that 1 have felt a doubt of. Whether I 
might,— whether you would quite understand, — would trust 
me ? I could not bear (o be outside of where I was before." 

"I wondor," says Mrs. Eegis, slowly, "if you kuow exactly 
-liikere you are ? " 

" I have been bewildered." I ean think with what a smile 
Paul Rushleigh might say this. " But I thiuk I see. You — 
and Margaret — offer me a heaven of friendship. At ray age, 
also, one does not find that many times again. I must try if I 
can enter in." 

" Margaret ? " There was much questioned, as there had been 
much spoken, in the mere utterance of tlie name. 

" Yes, Margaret is as calm and sweet as Beatrice on the 
heavenly heights. I can see what that must mean." 

" Ask Margaret why she is so calm and sweet ! " 

" Mrs. Regis ! You know what I did ask her, once ? " 

" Yes. You asked it one hour t«o soon." 

" One hour ! " 

" One hoar. For in that hour she opened her letters. And 
she found — the feith she had been keeping, — with sacrifice, — 
flung back to her. She had known nothing about that before ! " 

" My dear Mrs. Eegis ! My dear friend ! " He had started 
to his feet. 

"Ask Margaret what she said to me, coming home around 
the Pnnta, that night in Venice ? No — don't ask her that I 
Ask her your own questions, and do not tell her that I have 
spoken to you I " 

"I must ask her what I can." His voice was deep with feel- 
ing He came and took in both of his the hand that lay, Tin- 
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ringecl, upon the soft gray robe. " And how can I thank yon ? " 
No change of feature could distort the smile he felt — and 

never forgot — in the faint parting of iier lips. 

" Margaret is at St, Peter's," she said, calmly. " And I am 

just a little tired. Will you please to ring for Mrs. Flitwick ? " 
She had done what she was set to do. 

In substance it verily passed through my mind, — figured it- 
Self clear in my imagination. That is a meaning phrase that 
the French have, — " Figure to yourself." Only that is not the 
syntax of it. It figures itself to you. It makes itself a motion 
and a being. And I know that that was the substance of what 
passed. 

By and by I found myself drifting into other thought. 
Whether this change that had come upon Mrs. Regis, heretofore 
BO unscathed in hor rich physical health, was to be the break of 
her splendid womanhood ; whether her yoitth of full age was to 
pass away from her so. For, it occurred to me, there is so 
ti'uly a youth to every period of life, and a decadence. And 
Mi-s. Kegis had just entered, aa it were, into the early bloom of 
elderhood. Did you ever tliink of that, Kose ? How we do 
have young days, over and over again ? An old baby is an 
older thing, relatively, than a man or a woman of fifty. Its teeth 
are dropping, its growth is changing from the tender forms of 
infancy to the scrawniness and struggle of a muscle-and-hone 
development ; then again when it is fully rounded and estab- 
lished to the springing beauty of a childish strength, comes the 
falling away from that into oid-cHldhood, — the interval time 
before the bright youth of maturity,, which we call youth by ex- 
cellence, begins. And then the blossom of tliat shrivels for t' 
fair fruit to set; and then succeeds a yooth of ripeness. Ai 
just as surely, after the ingatheiiug, comes the rich autumn flus 
the youth of the last period of our days. There is a fempei-,- 
ment, like a climate, in which its glory lingera long, and passes 
at last very softly into a winter whose evergreens, warm and 
rich in the snnsMue, make color and fragrance like the leafage 
ai a stronger spring. 

It was only such a fulfilling of days that I could think of for 
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> woman like Mrs. B«gi3. And how different a woman — yet 
how certainly an interpretation of the same — she had become 
to me now, from what she had seemed two years ago at Out- 
ledge, or in the early days of our companionship at sea, wheu I 
had wondered and half repented that we had become companions 
at all. Truly, it is He that " formed " who saith to every one 
of *is, " Fear not : / have redeemed thee : / have called thee hy 
thy name." And there is no name of separate being which shall 
not be redeemed into his glory ! 

I think that it must have been while these things replaced in 
my mind the clairvoyance of the moments before, that Paul 
Eushleigb was coming through the streets, over the bridge of 
the Angels, into the sunlit, fountain-musical square, up to the 
great platform and portico of the church where he had said 
yestfii-day that perhaps it would be better for him to go away, 
up the Nile. Where we waited now, — Margaret and I, — for 
we knew not what. For with all my dmrvoyance I had not 
figured to myself that. Because, maybe, it was coming to the 
witness of my eyes. 

She was standing by the marble balusti'ade, on which are 
hung the ever-burning lamps. She leaned there, looking over 
into the sunken spaee, at the statue of Napoleon's captive 
Pope, who in hia imprisonment ordered the plaee and attitude 
of the sculpture, — kneeling forever before this door of Peter's 
tomb. 

I came over to her from the pedestal-recess at which I had 
stopped before the statue of Saint Veronica holding the suda- 
rium ; above, in the balcony, they say, is kept the precious relic, 
— the handkerchief with which she dried the sweat from the 
Saviour's suffering face, and received thereupon his likeness 
upon the napkin. Another story tells that she was the woman 
who had touched the hem of his garment, and who once after- 
ward brought Him water and a towel to wash ; and the Image 
■ — the Vera Icon — was given back to her upon the linen. 
Either way, it was tie ministry, — which may be offered Him 
always through " one of the least of these," — and the Face of 
the Heaier, whidi shines back upon them who having been 
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healed would serve, — that they may go forth aud manjfi,st it 
again for the restoring of souls. 

" A dead thing ; and a shat door ; and one's hte kneeling 
before it. Do you see that there,- Miss Patience ' Must it 
ever be lilje that ? " Margaret said it to me, without turning , 
still iookiiig down upon the marble statue and the shrwe, as I 
came up beside her. 

" It is the ' Confession of St. Peter,' " I said , remembering 
again the word as I had thought of it aiad talked ot it with her 
mother ; and I put one hand softly on her two, thit rested 
clasped upon the rail of the balustrade. " It is his life laid down 
before the Ix)rd ; waiting his absolving. More than absolving ; 
jastifying. For the making right — the declaring right — is in 
it ; it is con-fession ; the having it all out, clear, with Him. — 
Tou will thint I am always digging among old roots," I said, 
smiling. " But I have always been so glad of my little bit of 
Latin. The roots of things are in the words. 

" Everything is alive with you," said Margaret. " There is 
no tomb for anything ! " 

" Except for mistakes, and wrongs, and things that we wish 
dead. Yes ; I do believe in just tJiat gospel. Are you not 
tired, dear? You have stood here so long." 

I moved away with her toward the Tribune. We eat down, 
near one end, on the upper of the two low, long steps that run 
across before it, raising its floor from the rest of the chancel. 
From that low seat behind, yet aside from, the great Altar and 
its Baldacchino, we gazed up into the untiring graadeur of the 
Dome. Before us stretched the long, solemn aisles ; beyond 
us, as we half turned ourselves tawai'd it, was the Chair of the 
Apostle of the Keys. 

There was no oue near us ; the great space was comparatively 
empty. All Kome, I suppose, was busy with the Carnival. 
Some men had been cleaning the p.iveiuent ; they were still 
working their slow way through their long task, toward tho 
opposite transept. Here and there, down tlie distance and the 
^imuess, were groups of strangers, studying the sculptures. A 
few praying flgure& about the Altar ; one man, quite fj.r at our 
fight, kneeled at the other corner of the Ti-ilmne. 
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I do not kn w wh&t feeliug, like bdng in the heart of the 
w 11 om e one in a vast church like this, full of prayers 
th t b atl e up n it; full of stillness; with the common life 
a&ti and fl t II about it in a great city outside. It is the 
h M n ijQ of the soul of humanity, large with its i-eal 

h p d J 1 1 d all the small rush and struggle of its nominal 
life. I^ IS like what it had been in the heart of the mountain 
at Trient, — only without the terror ; where the waters and 
the woods were leaping and waving in sunlight and winds over- 
head and out of sight, and we were hidden away in a deep cen- 
tre of awful remoteness. 1 had felt it at Milan. I felt it here 
at St, Peter's. 

I said awfulness ; but it is an awfulness that one creeps inio, 
and feels safe onder. 

Aud then, St. Peter's, with its " climate of its own," ia ao 
different from the churches that smite you with their chill ; that 
are as if the heart of the world wore dead and frozen. 

" To get inside of something so great, rests one," sfud iMar- 
garet " I think the tire of the world is the heiug so on the 
crust of it." 

" A mighty shelter ; the shadow of a great Rock in a weary 
land," I responded to her. 

" I have such a waiting feeling ; as if I could just let myself 
alone here, indefinitely, till something comes to mo. As if I 
were blessedly buried, until some resurrection." 

She was tired, I knew, heart and body, with her anxieties 
and efforts ; with her waiting, — that was so much harder and 
more wearying, out on the crust, than iu this atillneas. 

Away down in the far archway of the nave, I saw a figure 
coming. A figure and a movement that I knew. Small in the 
vast height and breadth and distance, and yet bringing a pres- 
ence that was above the measurement of things ; " the measure 
of a man ; that is, of an angel." 

I could not see feature nor outline, really ; but I saw expres- 
sion ; the espression of Paul Rushleigh's noble, but reverent, 
carriage. His hat was iu bis baud ; his bared head was lifted 
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with some hope, some ardent expectation, as he came on ; his 
step was firm, even, rapid. 

Ho came, straight and steadily, towai-d us. I suppose liia 
quick glance took in the few figures at either band upon his 
way, and showed him that they were not those he loolted for ; 
but without seeming to look, until, passing around the Altar and 
the Confession, he came where be could recognize us as we did 
him, he kept on as if he had known just where we should be, 
or as if some unerring magnetism led him. 

I do not know exactly when Margaret saw him first, whether 
as soon as I, or after. But she was standing upon her feet as 
he approached ; and she moved forward some steps on the wide, 
silent pavement to meet him. I sat still where I was, and saw 
the two beautiful figures join each other with outreached hands, 
as two might meet upon some great pavement of the New Jeru- 
salem. 

" Margaret!" 

His two hands held her two, now ; his eyes looked down into 
hers uplifted. 

" Tou belong to me ? — jou were waiting for me ? " 

" Yes ; I was waiting for you." 

" How long could you have let it be ? " 

" I could have let it be for all my life." 

For all their life, they were betrothed ; in that single mo- 
ment ; with those few words. Under the heaven-like Dome ; 
in the shadow of the solemnly gorgeous canopy that rooft over 
the waiting Confession with its lampa of faith ; more than all, 
with that kind Christ Face looking down upon them from 
the panel of the shut transept door. " Bound on earth ; bound 
in heaven." The Word of the Master to him in whose name, 
under his Lord's, stands this typical church, seemed spoken to 
them here ; but a bleaseder Word was written above them in 
that promise of the Ascending Saviour, — "Lo, I am with you 
always, even unto the end I " 

Tliey moved down, as if from a marriage ; I followed tliem 
»long the nave. 

When we got to the door they turned to me. 

"Dear Mins Patience!" and "Dear Miss Patience !" thej 
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said; and the tears atid smiles sprang into my face. And 
Mai'gM-et kissed me there. 

Then we went out into the sunshine ; into tlie grand square 
with its colonnades, and the saints walking together upon the 
roof of them. And the wMte plumes of the fountains flung 
tlieir joy of pure waters up against the light of the skj-- 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



. . . , "Mamma! I never thought to ask you if you coit- 
seuted ! " 

" We hare not been so separate as that, lately," said Mrs. 



" We will never be separate auy more, t 
I had found everything ! " 

" Margaret," I said, quietly, " when we firat knew each other, 
your mother trusted me with something. It was a knowledge 
that belongs to jou. I think the time has come for me to de- 
liver up my trust. It was a discretionary one." 

Mrs. Regis looked at me as I began so coolly and inde- 
pendently, with a surprise that was half curious, half vaguely 
alarmed. Then when I said "discretionary," she smiled, and 
the questioning apprehension in her face gave way to a quiet 
recollection. I would have stopped there, if she had bidden 
me, though I had so audaciously taken the bits between my 
teeth. But she allowed me to go on, 

" Do you know, — did you ever guess, — that she never 
meant to have forbidden you at all ? " And then 1 began to 
tell her what Mrs. Regis had told to me on our ride out to Ver- 
sailles, that July morning that seemed so long ago. 

"She put it all out of her power, — the penalty of those 
miserable conditions ; she only kept her show of authority to 
hold you back while your own certainties might grow, — while 
(Ai's might happen to you ! " 

" Mamma ! " 

The girl half started from her seat ; BIrs. Eogis's breath 
came a little quickly, and her color rose. Her eyes grew soft, 
as she looked at Margaret. The silken shade had been kid by 
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and only a little heaviness of the lids remaitjed now cf the 
swelling of three days ago. " Belladonna and Rims " had been 
doing their wonderful, neutralizing work ; and into her face, 
with its retui-Q to its more natural contour, had crept also some- 
thing that VIA not contour merely ; that she had never had in 
it, so gentlj-preTailing, in its most radiant day. 

But she did not move ; and I hurried on, i-esolved that Mar- 
garet should hear the whole. I told her of the trust-deed ; 
Mi-s. Regis did not check me; I repeated, almost exactly, the 
words that had fixed themselves in my memory when I had. re- 
ceived them with so great a wonder, and laid them by sepa- 
rately, as it were, from my other impressions of this woman, as 
something I could not quite make seem to fit her then, — but a 
garment of righteousness that she might grow to wear. It 
seemed a natural act, — a real soul-garment now. 

" It was all made over to you, beyond recall ; it was all made 
safe for you ; principal or income, according as you might or 
might not marry with her nnconditional approval. Her mere 
consent was another thing. It was easier to do things once for 
all. She had put a positive meanness out of her power." — I 
rehearsed the sentences slowly. The very character of tlie 
words told Margaret that I quoted. 

She kept hei-self still, and listened. She waited, as a bird 
waits to take its flight. It seemed as if she, too, were resolved 
npon the whole. But when I had ended, tie hands, half lifted, 
were stretched out ; the parted, tremulous lips gave forth a 
heart-cry ; she rushed toward her mother's side. 

Mrs. Regis had only time to say, brokenly, hastily, — "I had 
not thought, — but it was better you should know now, than 
have it come when — perhaps ■— if " — 

" Mamma ! Mamma ! " Margaret was crying at the same 
moment, " if this had come to me before I had begun to know 
you, yourself, it would have broken my heart I " 

" Don't make yonr eyes red, Daisy," Mrs. Regis remon- 
strated, pushing her gently up from her, " Paul will be here 
presently," 

" PanI wonld n't want hard eyes, that could n't cry ! — But 
ftilfir all," she said, taking vefnge in jest from too much earnest, 
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as the Anglo-Saxon manner, even in the fiir-deaceiided smU 
transplanted generations, is, — " there has n't been a word said, 
even yet, about the ' unconditional approval ! ' And that is 
what I began with." She laughed, and dabbed with her haiul- 
kercJuef at the eyes that must not be red for Paul. Then she 
came down close to Mrs. Regis again, upon a little hassock at 
her Bide. 

" We only came and told you," she said. " I can scarcely re- 
member how. I don't think there was much telling, that day. 
But now I just want you to say it, mamma ! Ton ^ivs me to 
Paul Rushleigh ? " 

" Jnsfc as I have got you myself, Margaret ? " 

" Tes, mamma. That is why I want to hear it. Because 
now I am yours to ff'ie Only there are some things thai cin't 
(jiiite be given an iy I 

"You couid have brougl t nobody mto this lelition Mis 
Regis said, with calmest equ poise of woid »nd manner, ' who 
would ever have been so dear to me as Piul Rusbleigh She 
said it that way, pl-unly fully, -ind with th-it caieful steadiness, 
as if only so she could meet and bear the demand that was 
made of her. It is that way men and women meet "md leir 
the knife or the fire And it is with tint strm^e emViace d 
mortal pain, that they pass thiough its climix aad from bcjoi I 
it smile and sing 

" Tes, He wis your friend flist said Margaret You ha^e 
given us both. All we can do now is botii togtthet to gne oi 
selves back to you." And she leaned her face, all flushed and 
bright like a wefc rose, over her mother's and kissed her. It 
was almost too much. Margaret was saying so much more than 
she JEuew. I was glad that the bell rang, and Paul Euahleigb 
came ; to take her away presently as had been arranged ; to see 
something, no matter what. Something that they were to see 
together. And T, as had also been arranged, settled myself for 
the morniBg, with Mrs. Regis, 

I read to her a while, and then I took my crotchet-work and 
eat quietly by her. We did not talk a great deal ; there was 
reason enough on her aide ; on mine it was partly because there 
was something I was wishing very much to say. 
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TTTien the little cuqkoo clock, that Mrs. Rogis had brought 
from SvvJtzerland, raug one, romiading me that Emery Ann 
would be in directly to pick me up on the way home with Editb 
and Stephen, the cuckoo sprang out of my heart in a hurry, 
also. 

" Dear Mrs. Regis," I said, " I ani always feeling that I ehonld 
ask your forgiveness ! " 

" For what, possibly ? " She turned her head toward me 
with surprise. Turned to me, also, I fancied, out of some far- 
wandered thought of her own. 

" For the judgment I passed on you in my own mind at first, 
aud for long. I thought you dainty, indolent, selfish. I told 
Rose Halliday so. Or I said as much to her, again and again, 
writing what I thought I saw of you." 

"Rose Halliday is a myth, — a Mrs. Harris!" said Mrs. 
Regis, and she laughed. "You are always confessing about 
her. I don't care for her ! But if you had n't seen me so, — 
and if you had n't thought me worth while canvassing with your 
Rose Halliday, who I tell you I know well enough is juat your 
oiler ego, you migiit n't have done me all the good you have. I 
am dainty. So dainty that I can plunge both hands into a very 
disagreeable business, to make things dainty." 

The door opened at that moment, and Emery Ann came in, 
But Mrs. Regis did not mind ; she went straight on. 

" So indolent that I can work hard to make a place and cir- 
cumstances to be thoroughly and undisturbedly indolent in. So 
selfish that I must respect, satisfy mi/self, somehow, and cannot 
be comfortable until I have feced the uucomfortableness. But 
I am beginning to see a problem. I was just thinking of it 
What does it matter about satisfying one's self, after all ? It 
can't be, through and through, — tilt one gives it up, and leaves 
off caring. And then — what has become of the satisfaction ? 
Is it anywhere ? " 

" Yes. ' I shall be satisfied when I awake in Thy likeness.' 
We wake just there, don't wo, as we do oat of bad dreams, at 
the point whore we give up and leave off caring ? " 

Emery Ann stood stiO in the middle of the room, with a bowl 
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of tapioca jelly in her hanils. She had gone home first, and got 
tliat. 

" We have to go through a good many sudses," she said, 
entering into the converaation in her own fashion as if she be- 
longed there, " before we come out lilcu that ! One washing 
does n't git red of it." 

" Get rid of what ? " a&ked Mrs. Regis, looking for her cer- 
tain amusement; perhaps her as certain help. 

'■ What that North-Irela,nd womaa, — Patience knows, — 
that washed our blankets, called the 'ici' in the wool. The 
sticky grease of it." 

"The Ich!" Mrs. Regis breathed it to me, with lier soft 
rendering of the German rough aspirate. 

But Emery Ann does n't know German from Gaelic, or how 
Gaelic, from the German, strikes its curious, significant paral- 
lels. 

She carried her tapioca jelly across into the dining-room to 
Mrs. Flitwick. " She 's to have that, with sngar and cream," 
we heard her say, empliaticaUy. " Creamer montata, finally, — 
if she likes it. Though /don't think there 's anything creamer 
than the real plain thing, unfiummeried, riz slow and rich, of its 
own accord, and just skum ! " 

Mra. Ee^a stopped herself in the middle of the irresistible 

" You can't one of you keep clear of the morals ! " she said, 
" and you just go about infecting everybody else — consciously 
and unconsciously. The real, plain thing — ria slow and rich— — 
and just skum, — when the time is ripe I That's living and 
motive ; not forcing a thing because you know it has got to be, 
and you can't be comfortable till it is — and is over." 

" I suppose tkat is the divine urgency though, in the lowest 
and the highest, is n't it ? Water is restless till it finds its level j 
and the milk is n't comfortahle till all its cream has come to the 
top ! " 

" If you let it alone and give it time," — put in Emery Ann, 
returning ; — " but then you need n't whisk it up as soon as it 
does come into sis times its own amount of froth and syllabub. 
[ always did despise that, for my part." 
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" Thank you, Emery Ann," said Mrs. Regis, " Mrs. Flit- 
wicl?, I'll take ray cream plaiu, if you please." 

We bade good-bye, and went down-stairs. 

"That cream's i-isin'," saicl Emery Ann. "I've seen it for 
some time. But it ain't all ~ip yet, and don't you go to stirrin' 
it too much beforehand." 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

RIGIITNESS. 



.... We are carried through many a hard thing hy the 
very press and stimtilus to our whole nature, summoned in 
its integrity to act or to endure. It is like tlie fifteen pounds to 
the square inch, which we rest in ; because we boar it oa all the 
square inches. Then there is a point beyond which nature 
— bodily or spiritually — refiises pain. And there is also an 
individual nature which reacts to the acceptance of a diffei-ent or 
contrary condition, because it cannot suffer the continual realiza- 
tion to itself" of a condition tliiit may not be. 

Mrs, Ee^a is of this temperament. And in these early days 
of Margaret's engagement, so much gathered arounii her and 
made her its centre ; she was so far from being left out, lonely : 
such new, blessed relation in life opened to her, instead of what 
she must reconcile herself now to the acknowledgment of having 
missed, in one sole possibility of experience, all her life long ; 
that her instinct of selfdefense found plentiful refuge ; her 
pain — her temptation — its pledged " way of escape." 

How good it was for her that we were two old maids ! That 
she could look upon us and think, — " Here aj-e women who 
have missed it too, each in her own way, as I in mine. And 
yet we none of us have missed our living." I think that is the 
blessing tiiat we lonely women may he, and greatly what we are 
made for. Everybody sees that we have missed — as the world 
calls it— one whole, beautiful side of life ; other missings, 
where outward rslationa seem all fulfilled, are secret to the 
hearts that bear them. And everybody may see, if wo stand up 
to our witness to which we are called, that for all that, we are 
not maimed creatures ; that life is whole in us, after all ! 

There are quantities of things I should like to tell you, Rose, 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



of what went on in tbese daya; of the life that I entered into 
and was conscious of, in this new, fulfilled aspect that all things 
were taking around one happy centre. There are things I 
should like to tell you, at which you would cry out, " But you 
must have lulened, Patience ! " Tea : as anybody may. There 
is a whispering gallery in which we may catch all secrets. It 
runs through hearts. 

Shall I tell you little scraps, little signs, that everybody talks 
of who is just outside the thing that makes all its signs delight- 
ful ? Would you like to know — as everybody does like — 
what ring Margaret wears, new and beautiful, on her left hand ? 
It is not diamonds; tkm/ have been bought and sold too much. 
It is a fair circle of entire, pure pearls ; large, lucent ; lovely in 
their native forms, ridged slightly, or dimpled, or pear-curved ; 
they are like the truth of her own nature, — like the truths that 
are between them, — not halved, or carefully matched, or set to 
a pattern ; but real, individual, precious for exception. 

And he has given her another such beautiful name-token, — 
gem-spelling of the name in which he delights ! It is her mar- 
guerites that only one might ever give to her for wedding-wear- 
ing. 

Not in the paltiy, perishable filigree of the Gtenoese wire- 
workers, exquisite though that he ; these are pearls also, set like 
daisy petals, starlike, around th tycetesfp gld 
fretted to the likeness of th wd g g li t m f 1 

flower ! linked delicately mth Id t j. bl tcl tii to 
tip ; it is a throat circlet, ht] lySis tthf 

round of her neck, where th j ul 1 m tl I t m up 
and throbs beneath it softly t 3 11 h d t If m ng tl 
edges of the light, fine lace h 1 h h 1 

through, and found both syn ym t, — tlij 1 dl y 
nature. Eare and pure and q Ij th j w 1 mjl d 
tender as the field blossom. 

One other thing he has given her, — a lovely clasp, for collar 
or band, of two crossed fem-leavea, in emerald enamel. Ste 
never said anything about it ; but she knows I read the token of 
that also; — the little fern-leaf of Bhigi, — tiie two fei-n-leaves 
afterward, that were like the old broken coin of pledge. Not ex- 
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1 gd kpt 


p t ly but with one faith that met ia the 


I t k i 


F 1 esfor mvisiUliiy: fern-leavea fof 


tl wl I 


th, 


Ih T J 


m t g ther ;. I know how they stand, again 


and ag h 


b ty f the Pantheon, under the one light 


f m h bl h 


I member their coming back to each 


h th Ikn 


h th y have stood siient under the moon- 


lj,l wl th Jl 


g w Id that waits upon a world sails slow 


tl tw d 


p g and pours its glory down to fill 


h il 1 


3 p a soul opea to heaven only. I 


k w h w th y il 


w d d in the liuihed galleries of the 



C 1 m 1 t m 1 t-splendor, tiiat ia like the night- 

pi 1 f tm ft g hallowing all; I know how they 

b te 1 d 1 Ij n the bio m g C m] \ 

1 d VI I t a 1 m es, and cr -c [ 111 b 

th y t II J, f tl r separate 1 th 1 f 1 

t y f th hf b ! ngi g I know liwthyh g bk 
tbr gh th last m nth which what Iw y m 1 1 ! 
w J t b t th w Id, and bav t Ik d f I my t j 

f t 1 k tl my y f ry mortal b th th t ly m 

to f m f wh t h I en in the 1 tl 1 f m t! 

f d n I k w h w 1 gh and dea 1 was 1 f 11 
thtldhlt be fdf ring in his life ; and I know how 
h h d d i w to b m, for her true waiting, — for that 

y f g wh ol h d b out of her inmost truth. I know 
it all, because of this old maiden that I am, in whom it ia all 
fresh and true, and has not be«u overworn, and confused, by the 
poor, partia] living of it out, as it has in some who think they 
must know far better, and who may laugh at the old maiden's 
insight of that with which she has nothing to do — onlj to be- 
lieve in it all her days, and to wait for it lu heaven 

I know how sweet it was for him to tell and foi her to listen, 
the old, curious stories of the rums and the sculptures and the 
inscriptions, and the massive rem^ms of woiks men wiought 
^hose thousands of years ago. I know how they hai c walked 
through the dim vastness of the excavited piUce ffxUcues and 
come out into the smile of'gardens I know lioW tho\ hue 
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alimbed the woody heights of Tivoli, and sat beside the gloiy of 
Its felling- waters, and looked forth over tlie misty Campagna 
Bpreading from nearer waves of foliage to a far, dim, horizon 
sea, on which lie strangely motionless the great foroia of wreck 
Ihat break its wild monotony. I know how up the beautiful 
Pincio they went often, in morning hours before the crowd 
went, to rest upon the margin of the esquiaite Fountain of 
Moses, where the chUd lies in his leafy ark on the little island- 
centre, and the mother, — one hand lingering in the leaving of 
him as she has laid him down, and the other held to the bosom 
that is to miss him and he may moan for, — lifts hei: face up- 
ward in a prayer. To look down from this upon all Rome, — 
upon St. Petei-'s and the Vatican, — and think between this and 
that, and beyond again, what a history of God's dealing in the 
world, — what a slow telling of Himaelf unto the nations. I 
could think the very words that they would say ; I could see the 
care that he would take of her; I could feel her perfect, happy 
peace and trust with him. 

It was in their faces every time that they came back. It was 
writing itself . there, daily, the most beautiful idyl of the spring- 
time. They were not living it for themselves only. 

"It is one of the perfect marriages," said Miss Euphrasia, 
once. " Of which there is so seldom one that seems concluded 
here." 

"And suppose this had missed, — as it came near doing?" 

" It would still have been. Margaret had found that out. 
To belong to such is really to be joined," I said. 

"Nothing misses, that is," said Miss Euphrasia. " Though, 
as I said, it may not ultimate here,". 

"That is very vague, very spiritual. It hardly has much 
promise of the life that now is, that we have aU got to live," 

"Does that seem so to you? I think it has promise of all. 
Since the hour that cometh — in any truth of love or worship, 
■ — now is, always. And one such outward fulfillment is a fulfill- 
ment, inwardly, for many. It is part and type of what is pre- 
pai'ed for all souls, when they shall come into the Great Mar- 
riage, and be conjoined to the Lord. When we shall all he 
numheriid with the Saints, in the glory everlasting." 
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"That IS part Swedenborg, and part Prayer Book, is n't ;t ?" 

"Yes. The word that is the lighteniBg from the one part 
nnto the other part, and all one heaven." 

I think you know where Mrs. Regis spoke in that talk, with- 
out my putting her name in. 

" It is a rigliteonsi»ess," I said, myself, to her, another time, 
when she had referred to its inevitable fitness, of her own ac- 
cord. I always waited for that own accord. I rememliered 
Emery Ann's wise-homely word, acd would not " stir the cream." 

"It is a righteousness; you see it dow." 

"I saw it then ; or I should not have done it. But right- 
eousness is a hard thing, too ! It beara cruelly upon that which 
has failed of it! Which must help it come, but only outside 

" My dear Mrs. Regis, — what do we mean by a righteousness ? 
Or what do we suppose the Lord meant ? Is n't it the Tightness 
and the blessedness that notliing is to be finally outside of ? And 
if we help it, ever so little, anywhere, is n't that the very proof 
that it takes us in too ? la n't it what we are to seek first, that 
all may be surely added? Musii't it spread by it^ own living- 
ness, till righteousness and peace have kissed each other every- 
where ? To do one rightness, is to enter into ail. To touch the 
outmost hem of the garment, is to begin to be healed in the in- 
most of ourselves. Certainly as we are waiting souls, of His 
Kingdom and His righteousness there shaU be no end. CertMnly 
as it makes us hunger and thirst because it is outside of us, we 
shall receive it to ourselves and be filled. He will never make 
us to ask for bread, and give us finally a stone ! " 

" I should be glad to read it so," said Mrs. Regis. 

" I cau't help reading it so. Life is full of it. The Bible is 
full of it." 

•' Tour Life, Your Bible." 

" Yes. Because everybody's life and Bible are just made to 
go together. Because everybody's Bible is most full of what 
their lives seem most empty of, most shortened in. Sometimes 
I think God shows Himself in as many separate Scriptures as 
gei>arate souls ; or as a soul's separate ijuestioiis. It all answers 
tveryihing. My Bible is full of promises to people who have to 
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wait i 10 give up tilings ; to give them aioay. Margaret swc bo 
true ; there are some things, after all, that can't be ^ven away 
' K any one forsaketh anything for my sake, he shall have a 
hundred fold more, in this life. And in the world to come life 
everlasting,' Everything in us is planted in the image of the 
resurrection. And ' as the earth bringeth forth her hud, and as 
the garden causeth that which is sown in it to spring forth ; so 
the Iiord God will cause righteousness and praise to spring forth 
before all the nations.' " 

I was almost crying ; I felt it so deep — so real. I went down 
HO deep for it among my own secret aches and lonelinesses, and 
brought it forth for this, my friend. 

For Mrs. Eegis and I are friends now. 

She took my face between her two hands when I had said it, 
and drew it down toward her, and looked into my eyes. 

"Ton are — just Patience — Strong!" she s^d. Slie did 
not kiss me. She let me go. But it did not need a kiss of lips 
to tell me then that our hearts touched each other. 

They seemed to bring all Rome into that room for her. Slie 
did not drive out ; the air high up here, over the roofs, was bet- 
ter for her, she said, and Dr. G allowed, than the air of the 

streets and the Campagna, that had poisoned her. It may be 
that the inexplicable climate of Kome tests very Erectly the 
condition of spirit, through which the body resists, assimilates, 
succumbs. 

Edith and Stephen got no harm from it ; the glow of their de- 
liglit, their young eagerness, carried them hither and thithci', un- 
scathed. 

Emery Ann found her antidote in her pleasure over them, — 
for one thing. She had altogether forgotten that jealousy of 
propriety, — that alarm for Edith's simple, unawakeued girl- 
hood, — in the first meeting of the two in the labyrinthine 
corridors of the Hotel du Pare. She had quite relegated to 
the limbo of outlived and outlawed speeches that alert pro- 
test and warning of hers against the mere " was " of Edith's 
story. "He is — if anyihin^;; and he'll continvfr to be ! " 
would, I believe, now, h^vc been a hearty imloraement of Hte- 
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plien Holabird, as she had foand him out and adopted him into 
the (arde of her conlideDt friendships. 

For another thing, she was shielded by her honselieeping. 
The lassitude of Rome tlid not touch her, active among her 
saucepans, — though she rebelled against the charcoal craters 
and the "shiftless ventolo-ing," with a continual declai'ation of 
independence, — and sapreme with her own special parlor broom 
and feather duster. Also, she really enjoyed the excursions, aud 
the reading up about them. Her incomplete New England dis- 
trict school education had kept her among the beginnings ; she 
knew move of Romulus, and Remus, and Servius TuUius, and 
Scipio and Marius and some of the Caesars, than she did of 
the Hapsburghs or the Bourbons, or does now of William of 
Gleniiany and Victor Emanuel, or the complicated and transi- 
tional politics of her own country under General Grant. " Just," 
she said, " as she knew more about Exodus and Leviticus and 
Numbers, than she did of the Chronicles and the Kings ; be- 
cause she was always beginning to read the Bible through m 
course, and never got much farther than Deuteiouomy." 

Margaret and Paul Rushleigh walkeil m a chatmed an , a 
perpetual catholicon of sunshine wrapped them round about , 
moved with them as their pillar of pure fire, buinmg awiy 
plagues before them. They never seemed to stay^long away , 
except when they made their one or two outside excursions, they 
were rarely gone three hours at once. They went and came as 
the bees flit ; as though the hiving home were the end and joy of 
it; not the mere buzzing into the honey-cups abroad. 

Mrs. Regis's tables were covered wiUi photographs. A large 
megalithoscope stood in a window, for which General Rushleigh 
brought her daily some new view, as he and Margaret came 
fresh from the seeing of the original. Over these they talked 
one by one, following each detail. They would let her miss 
nothing ; they would not crowd, either, the mass of things she 
could not see, in one great hurried heap upon her. They 
plauiied, continually, how she should share with them as they 
wont along. Unconsciously, but divinely led, they disarmed all 
chance for her of any apprehensive onlooking into what life 
might lie to her, now she had given them to each other and put 
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herself aside, alone. She conld not get put aside, if she would. 
Life was full for her, — of their life and joy. 

Flowers, in profusion, — handfuls, basketfuls ; vases dropping 
with rosea, heavy-headed with their own fullness of beauty ; 
mignonette, violets, in broad dishes like beds of summer growth ; 
always some new device, some lovely surprise, some untiring 
freshness. Fruits, — oranges, dtrons, pomegranates; delicate 
wines, strength^ving, that Paul Eushleigh knew how to take the 
pains to come at for her ; a hundi'ed comforts, raining all about 
her, from the overflowing upon her of a happiness that like 
Gild's own, must give again ; from a real, warm love for her 
very self, also, that in all her life she hai3 never tasted the like 
of befoi'e, and that drove herse^ out before it, turning it to a 
generous love again, as light and warmth leap back upon (heir 



Not bodily ministering, only, either; but spirit-sharing. 
Talks with her, of so many things ; hopes, visions, brought to 
her, as to one who could enter in with them; yes, — because 
she had held the door, that they might enter in ! Verily, it was 
already her reward. All her nature, at once, was being an- 
swered ; woman, friend, mother — little child; for there is the 
little child in everybody that craves some cherishing, — nestles 
gladly and sweetly to some tender petting ; and I think she had 
never been a little child, before, in this way. It came late and 
Bweet. " I hardly know what ago I am," she said, " between 
the deference and the caretaking." 

"Yon are all the ages that ever you were, mamma ! " said 
Margaret. " And you are to have the good of it now." 

The great upper room in the sti-eet of the Cross-bearers waa 
full of a true passover festival, — thejriy of the bitter herbs acjd 
the unleavened hread, — the gladness that comes somehow with 
or after every pain, — the eating, with thanksgiving, of the flesh 
of the lamb that has been offered up ! 

Society also, the choicest in Rome, she had ; though only a 
little at a time, as she could receive it. It gathered about her 
through'her own natural claim aad association, and through (he 
longer residi^nce and especial opportunities of Paul Rushleigh. 
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The H— — 's came constantly, and seemed to bring' their own 
sweet, poetic chimney - comemess with them always. The 

S 'a came, with rich conversation, into which a life-time of 

art and thoughtful culture had distilled itself. The wife of the 
Minister sent kind notes and books , an accomplished attach^ of 
tlie Legation made many an evening delightful with his endless 
store of historic fact and deduction and piophecy, — his chat of 
the day that was living history, his wondertut Italian fervor over 
Italian restoration. His English was so musical, — perfect in 
aU essentials ; so delicious in its few little slips and rapidities, 
that betrayed it was not native. " We are all CatthoJiques," 
he said one evening, when we met him in Mrs. Regis's salon — 
" we Italians ! But we do not all be-lief in the inflibbelty of the 

" Pius Ninth ? He blessed Maximefian ; and Masime/ian lost 
his head. He blessed Carlotta, and next day Carlotta went m- 
sanc. He blessed Nap-oleon, and Nap-oleon died in exile. He 
cursed Beesmarck and Kin' WOliam, and Beesmarck conquered 
France, and Kin' William is the Emperor of a!) Germany. He 
sent the Golden Rose to Isabella of Spain, and Isabella is de- 
t'roned. He cursed Vittor Emantiele, and Vittor Eraaimele is 
Kin', and his palace is the Quirinal. 1 think I would be afraid 
of his blessing, now ! " 

That was not half he told us ; but it was enough to make me 
dedde not to send the pretty carved rosaries I had bought for 
Mrs. Shreve's Joanna, and Aunt Hetty Maria's Winnie, to get 
his Holiness' blessing. 1 kept them till I got to Paris, and one 
day in the lovely, quaint old church of St. Etienne du Mont, 
with its staircase and gallery that goes winding up through the 
central space and along the mid-height between floor and roof, 
and at its shadowed aisle and chapel where the tomb of St. 
Genevieve stands within a golden grating, — I got the old priest 
to lift the little lattice-door and drop the beads upon the marble, 
and say his Latin prayers, and return them to me consecrated 
by their contact with the white sarcophagus of the girl-saint of 
Paris, the holy little shepherd maiden of Nant«rre. 

" I see that fresh consolations are Still pouring in at the 
Vatican," remarked General Rushleigh, smiling, and taking up 
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iho " Roman Times " from Mrs. Regis's table. " Did you notice 
tliis ? ' Tlie Pope lias received Lady L , of H , ac- 
companied by rectfli'6 of the English colleges. She read an ad- 
dress to his Holiness, and preseuted to him a sum of 90,000 
francs, subscribed by the young girla of the poor in England. 
The Pope thanked her cordially, and said that consolations were 
continually arriving to him from England, either by converaions 
or by mai'ks of affection.'" 

"The good old gentleman seems to have little now to do," 
said Stephen, " but to sit placidly at that receipt of custom." 

" Sick bear," said Emery Ann, in the tone of ordinary re- 
mark. There was a laugh, and everybody turned towai'd her. 

" I did n't mean to call him anything very impolite," she ex- 
plained, changing her knitting-needles, and looking up compos- 
edly. " Only it puts me in mind of my brother Pennel and I, 
when he was a little boy. We each had a piece of apple-pie ; 
and when Peauel's was gone he curled himself up in u corner, 
and said, 'Less play sick bear.' I asked him how. 'Oh, I'm 
the bear,' he says, ' and I 'm sick, and this is my den ; and you 
can come and feed me with pieces of pie,' And so I did ; and 
it never come acrass me what the play meant, till I 'd fed away 
every atom of my pie without tasting it," She came to the end 
of her needles again ; and changed her strip of knitting round 
with a Jittie whirl, and sat perfectly unmoved otherwise, while 
everybody else, the " Cattholique " attache and all, broke into a 
shout of laughter. 

Emery Ann, in her unique way, never thruslJng herself, but 
inevitably herself when she did come forward, — striking some 
spark of her own where a keener polish brought its edge to lier 
native roughness, — was no insignificant element of the social 
life in our little sodality. 

" Plain Emery," Paul Rushleigh said of her cue day ; " but 
of a substance with the sapphire and the ruby ! " 

I never thought of it before, I don't know as I knew it, — 
about the stones, I moan ; but how ti'ue I know it of Emery 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



SIGHTS AND IN SIGH IS. 



CHAPTER XSXL 

EMERY ANN'S COUP D'iBTAT. 



.... The ten days, the two weeks went by so. In the last 
week I saw less of tiiem. 

I had beeu kept up hy vivid sympathies, and the little things 
that I could do j but tlie Roman air had touched me also. 1 
had been tired all the time. I had never beea really rested 
after that first long day in the ruins. I had been content to 
share with Mrs. Regis, in the talks and photographs, many 
tilings that I must turn ft'om Rome without actually seeing. 
Our second month for which we had taken our apartment began 
to look long to me. The languor of the rapidlj-advandiig 
spring fastened npon me. 

The things that remained to be done became a nightmare. 
The " Beatiice " of the Barberini Palace, — the Guide's "Mi- 
chael" of the Church of the Capuchins, — which I had not 
Been because they wei'c close by, — haunted me with a reproach, 
I could not climb any more stairs ; I could not stand about any 
more upon cold church pavements. My very powers of wonder 
and delight seemed fairly drained away. Things, did not aston- 
ish or impress me any longer. I was acclimatized to the mar- 
velous — I was wo! acclimatized to the malarious — atmosphere 
about me. 

I bad not been among the undergi-ound palaces of the. Pala- 
tine ; the Golden House of Noro was but a name to me. T had 
not been in the Catacombs ; I had not seeu the Columbaria, I 
had a weary wish they wei'e not there ; to trouble me with the 
missing of an enjoyment I could not hold out to enjoy. I could 
not feel the augusttiess of the Caesars ; hardly the sanctity of 
theaSaints. I was under an apathy ; and it grew upon me. One 
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thing only seemed quick ia mo ; the sense that my friends were 
going away, and I must be left to wait that month out. It was 
like being left for tlie last ho^t-load from a sinking ship. 

But the children were having such a good time still ! That 
was all that comforted me ; that, indeed, was quick in me ; and 
I tried, for their pleasure, as well as for the ovei-atraiaed con- 
sdence one gets about these things, to fimcy that I could some- 
hctw finish up what I had come for. 

Stephen was close by, at the Hotel della Pace ; it was like 
living with us. He camo in every day ; he made no programme 
for himself without us. But now, day after day, I let them go 
without me, usually with Emery Ann's mati-onizing ; sometimes 
calling for Miss Euphrasia ; sometimes, I am afraid, I let them 
slip away together, in the most unconventional fashion, taking 
the mere chance — or excuse — of possibly joining themselves 
to an elder party, 

I had to sit with Muri-ay in my lap, and the map of Rome 
spread out upon the table ; trying to think what T could rouse 
myself to do, — to gather that I might take home with me. 
What, at least, I could comprehend from plans and pictures, 
while the desciiptions of those who had been among the re- 
alities were still fresh or available. 

Emery Ann watched me narrowly. 

I could not make out that Golden House of Nero, I could 
not disentangle or combiae my mental notion and location of it 
from or with that Nero's Palace they had told me of, which 
could be seen of a Thursday. Things are always to be seen on 
the particular days when you cannot possibly go. Whether 
there were two Neros, or two palaces, I do not think was at all 
clear to my mind, I believe I did not care how many thero had 
been, if I could only sliake off all personal responsibility about 
it. I came round suddenly through my morbid mood to Emery 
Ann's sentiment ; forgetting that she had spoken it. 

" What did they dig them up for ? " I exdaJmed, " Has n't 
the world enough to do io-dag ? I am out of patience with this 
dead and gone Borne that won't stay buried, though the Lord 
has put it underground and piled up centuries upon it I It has 
10 business among the living, aiid wliat should the living sefik 
among the dead ? " 
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Emery Anu stood atill in the door-way fo the kitchen, with u 
moderator lamp in her liand ; she turned about and looked at me. 

" You can't pick all the berries in the pasture. And if you 
could, you could n't make them all up into pies," she remarked, 

I looked np, listlessly. " I suppose not," I answered her. 

" Nor yet you can't eat, forever, off the bushes," she con- 
tinued. 

" No ; and I 'm tired of meeting the dead-carts, — the ashes 
from the excavations," I laughed, faintly ; — "and of smelling 
old decays. But the childi-en are having a good time," 1 bright- 
ened up to qualify with"; ajid I shut the Murray, ajid pushed 
away the map. 

Still Emery Ann stood motionless. A new sense of the posi- 
tion seemed to be dawning upon her. Bushing up into broad 
day, rather, and turning into one of her convictions, which have 
life in them. 

"No ; you shan't!" she pronounced briefly, and with decision 
after a moment, but spake no further. 

" Shan't what?" I asked meekly. 

"_&.'" 

" Do you mean that for the verb ' fo ?idst,' or only as au 
auxiliary?" It drawled itself feebly from me, as ideas drawl 
themselves in falling asleep ; and my smile relaxed itself as 
limply, almost without my wi!L 

" I mean a line of poetry that I picked up once, tiiat comes 
back to me now, that you shan't be ! " 

But she would not quote the poetry. She walked off into 
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Baedekers on the side table. As she lifted it, she glaucecl 
aver her shoulder at me. " ' Butchered, to make a Eoman holi- 
day,' " I heard her mutter slowly to herself, as one who hums a 
scrap of tune to get rid of it. 

And that very day Emery Ann raauG hor coup d'etat. The 
Regises and General Rushleigh had gone four days before, 

Emery Ann put her bonnet on, brought me a cracker and a 
glass of milk, said to Eligia: "Restate qui!" one of her set 
Italian cabalisms which she had learned to pronounce for the 
mystic influence to certain deflnite effects, — the natural connec- 
tion with which she could not in the least imagine, — and cut her 
straight line presently across the piazza, down through the knots 
of Italian loungers, the groups of beggars and fiacre-drivers, and 
past a slow line of solemn priest-students; — a Yankee flash 
as exceptional across a foreign firmament as an Aurora stream 
might be above the equator. 

In half an hour she came back again. 

" 1 Ve done it," she said. " But I 've left it, so 's you can 
ondo it, if you like. Only I guess you ain't got spunk enough." 

" What have you done, dear Emery Aim ? " 

"Well — it's roused you to more words than I mistrusted. 
I 've been to Shea's," 

" To the house-agent's ? " 

" Yes. And I 've put him in mind that he said if we did n't 
want to keep the rooms the two months out, we might have the 
privilege of underletting. And I told him I did n't believe we 
should stay — *ywe could git red of the rent. 'Consider the 
apartment rented at any moment,' he said, right off short. I 
s'poae he don't care how many times it changes hands, if he gets 
his brokerage every time. That was why I said if. ' It 'a a 
very favorite one,' he says ; ' there '11 be no difficulty at alL 
TIow soon will you give them up ? ' And he took up his pen to 
write it down. But I stopped him there 1 'I'll tell you to- 
morrow,' I said. ' But if anybody inquires, they might call and 
Bee,' I 've done my first piece of real estate business, and I 
■ather like it ! " 

"Oh, Emery Ann I" I ejaculated, liaJf dismayed in my 
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Bupineness, at her hurry, " I don't know about this. Wo 
might as well have taken it easily." 

" Yes," returned the indomitable woman, " I do, alwers. 
But there 'a two ways of takin' a thing easy. You caa take and 
leave it alone, — or you can take and do it ! " 

It was taken and done. Stephen aud Edith came Id, Miss 
Euphrasia with them, and stayed to lunch. Miss Euphrasia hud 
been looking at me anxiously every time she had seen me for 
a week past; and every tiute ehe had asked uie some question, 
— such as " did n't I think that well was an objection, right iu 
the middle of our building?" Or, "Didn't I dislike that mortar- 
dust from the new hotel going up on the opposite corner ? — 
Mortar was luade here in Rome of a good deal of old, danger- 
ous stuff;" or, ''For how long did I tell her we had taken 
the apartment, and was I quite sure Kome still agreed with 
me ? " Questions which all poiuted from and toward the same 
thing ; her suspicions that I was under the malarious influence, 
and the more than doubtful prudence of my making Eome my 
" continuing city." And as usual when a thing ia once done, 
everybody had been thinking that it ought to be — or would be 
— or somothJQg ; and all spoke at once all their withlield 
opinions aiid their eager counsel. 

Stephen was delighted; he could take care of us all the way 
to Genoa, — perhaps even to Paris; for his own allotted time 
for Rome was really oat, and he could make two days do for Na- 
ples ; he would be back by the time we were ready ; he would 
get rooms for us at the Delia Pace ; we should want to i-est after 
our break up here ; and he could leave to-night for Naples. 

While we talked, there was a ring at the bell ; three ladies and 
a gentleman come already to look at the rooms. They walked 
through, and were charmed; 1 told them, persistently, about the 
well, and that I couldn't quite approve of the new building 
opposite. " Oh, there was mortar-dust everywhere in Eome ! " 
Aud, " In these sunny rooms they should not certainly l>e 
afraid," They evidently looked upon my pale face aud languid, 
worn appearance as quite a matter of time rather than place 
Edith was blooming ; even Emery Ann was rugged aud wiry 
in short, could we leave to-mori'ow ? 
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It was all like a little private kind of earthc[uake. I auppoaed 
we coidd be toppled over aiid out in a moment, by catastrophe. 
Emery Aun undertook the inventory, and tbe grocer and dairy 
and bakery books ; Edith the trniiks ; Stephen could do any- 
thing for us for the next three hours ; Miss Euphrasia would 
etay and help. 

The next day at noon, we were driven across the Piazza and 
down the Via Felice, followed by our hastily packed trunks, and 
our half arranged catch-ail baskets ; they laid me down, ex- 
hausted, on my bed in a small odd-shaped bedroom in a kind of 
corner tower, with little balconies. Edith plunged into the in- 
ner darkness of a room lighted only from mine and from the pas- 
sage; Emery Ann went I neverknew exactly whither; the kind 
hostess came up to offer any and every service ; Eligia, already 
transferred to a new fealty with pots and pans, linen and silver, 
but clinging kindly and regretfully to us, — appeared amidst all 
the firet confusion and electrified us with her big bowl of 
" nocche," as a parting attention ; and our episode of Koman 
housekeeping was over, as it it had begun, in a whiff and whirl 
that was like the smoke of an incantation, or the explosion of 
some demoniacal advent and disappearance. 

I had found out at any rate that I was really getting ill. The 
struggle of the removal, the half-fainting bewilderment in which 
I seemed to blindly endure those next two and a half days, in 
which final, indispensable errands were done and business con- 
cluded and trunks properly settled and corded, were something 
that I looked back on afterward as one might look back upon 
a drowning, ont of which one had been dragged when just 
drowned enough to feel the small, indifferent, personal con- 
sciousness slipping forth into a vast inextricable identity with the 
merging flood that was swallowing it up. 

Somehow it was over. Someliow all was done ; dear Mies 
Euphrasia who had sat witli me nearly all the last da,y and 
kept the quiet of her peace about me, had said good-bye to us 
again ; the third morning — Edith and Emery Ann waiting upon 
me, and wrapping me up, — wo departed from the hotel ; we 
ffere driven once more through that curious mingling of to-day 
ind fifteen hundred years ago, — the Baths of Diocletian ; we 
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met Stephen Holabird at tlie railway atation ; (he bad como 
late the night before, breakfasted eavlier than we, and precedeil 
us with our luggage; — ;what should we have done without 
Stephen? ) we had passed the walls, swept round from ainou}; 
the scattered villas into the Campagna, caught our last glimpses 
of the lonely, majestic arches of the Aqueduct, — of the reced- 
ing city, and its mighty Dome, — and wound away northward 
into the wild, desert beanty of the volcanic hilia. 
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CHAPTER XXXir. 

AS THE SWALLOWS HOMEWARD FLY. 

.... Is there a Shylock in you, Rose, I wonder, tbat de 
riands the whole of the bond, to the limit of the letter ? 

Of course, yes ; and in everybody ; and in evei-ything else, 
also ; otherwise Shakespeare would never have been either 
written or read. Otherwise some stern theologies would never 
nave been in the world, answering to the Shylock in the son! of 
man, that will not let even itself off without tlie uttermost far- 
thing. Thank God for the Portia also, that feels and finds the 
blessed way of escape ! 

To the Shylock in you, then, — to the Jew in myself which 
you know possesses me to a demoniacal thoroughness, — the 
Portia in me comes to the rescue with this : — 

I did promise that you should "go with me, every step of the 
way ; " that I would not skip, nor jumble ; tliat I would keep 
back of my own tracks, and follow them up with you. Very 
well. Did I say anything about bringing you back, in like 



Rome was the end. From Rome we turned our faces, gladly, 
homeward. So, as the swallows fly, you will have to speed with 
me, in the pleasant twilight of a story, whose mid hours had 
their heat, their burden, and their pain, as well as their bright 
shining and their busy joy. 

Back over the rainbow hills outside of Rome ; in whose air, 
clean from the dry volcanic rock, swept pure by winds that 
eourse from sea to sea above the crests of Apennines, — ■ I began 
instantly (o breathe a life again that swept out the old death of 
the Imperial City. 

I cannot tell you how beautiful they were, that spring morn- 
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ing ; soft, in their manifold convolutions, with a mistj light, 
that made them look, themselves, like pilcd-up vapora ; every 
lovely color in them, — gray, Wue, amher, rose, peach, — up to 
the pure whit« that crowned them and married them to the 
clouds. Once, — at one surpassing point and reach, — I saw 
real, rainbow hills ; golden and green and red and purple. Be- 
yond and over the rainbows, a siogle peak lifted itself with 
summit bare and glowing in the light, and sides asmoke with a 
thin, fleeting drift of snow ; like a fine, clear flame, the misty 
breath of it showing upwards, burning behind the nearer out- 
lines. As we had gone back, — down — into the Past, through 
the same wondrous avenues of approach, the shadows had been 
dropped, thicker and thicker, with the closing hours, upon them. 
3Sfow, we came up, out of them, in the morning. Day was upon 
the mountains ! And leitk, — not against the day, any more, — 
we wei'e to move westward, to our own time and home a.^ 

As the swallows fly. Small time or chance, by the way, to 
score, except in viewless drs of thought, our wingbeats. (Small 
strength, for me, to do more, in the pauses, than reckon up the 
flights that had been, and bring their story even with its pledge. 
Far on the homeward path, — - very near to the face to face 
joining in which the poor old pen shall be flung away, as 
shall fling speech away some time, maybe ! are the last chap- 
ters written Ibv you !) 

As the swallows fly. Perching, — do swallows perch ? 
quaint, old Pisa, first; gathering there, again, as the birds 
gather, in our full flock, for companionship across the land and 
sea to be rctraversed. We overtook the Eegisea and General 
Rushleigh here, after a week of rest, in our turn, at Florence. 
They were just going, hut they gladly waited. We found them 
at the Hotel de Londrcs, recommended thither, as we had been 
hy mine host of the Alleanaa, We found "stone tombs" again, 
as Emery Ann reported, when sent up to reconnoitre, — to 
sleep in. " With pink hearses, this time, in the middle of 
hem. But I wiU say the sun comes in ! " 

Truly it did, — the bi'oadening, mounting sun of the spring- 
time ! It lay all out over the level, upon which our windows 
looked. It glowed along the Arno, — this new loop of it by 
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which we hail alighted ; it touchecl the curious, charming old 
French Golhic towers of the little church of Sauta Maria della 
Spina (named from its thorn — relic of the Saviour's Crown, — 
I Hay it withont a scoff, for it perpetuates the thought if it do not 
keep the reality it believes in) that we passed by, with a new 
pleasure each time, in a quiet coroev of the Quay, when we 
drove along towai-d the bridge on our way over to the buildings 
tha' are the glory of Pisa and the world, in the far opposite 
corner of the city. It poured into the Square of the Dome, — 
it hathed with mellow light the beautiful tawny marbles of the 
Tower that leans, — the Cathedral, — the exquisite round of the 
Baptistery; it lay warm under the line of wall that shuts in the 
Campo Santo. 

The Tower that leans ! Before I'went to Europe I used to 
say — how foolishly ! " There are things I do not care for ; that 
I am tired to death of already, in all sorts of prints and models 
and in everybody's talk. And the Tower of Pisa is oue." How 
it hent above my head its majestic reproach, — its biding ade- 
quacy of deathless beauty to the repeated expectation — the re- 
echoed eulogium — of the ages and the generations! 

"What did they make it lean for, —and did they make it 
lean?" There was not, to us, any qnestiou at all in the old 
problem. It leans, as the highest does lean; bends with the 
tenderness of a might ; it slopes to the earth as the earth's axis 
slopes to its path about the sun. It bent down out of heaven, 
that was so deep and blue beyond it. It stooped as if to whisper 
some gi-eat, loving secret ont of those depths; to strike softly, — 
we almost w^ted to catch the tone, — some mystic note with its 
beil-Yoice, that no note of bolls hung far in an inexoi-abie up- 
rightness could ring down into the heart of the world ! That 
which leans toward the near, the least, is perpendicular to some 
gi'and planisphere of suns. Who shall guess or say, now, wtiat 
dim sublimity of apprehension moved the soul of the builderwho 
made it point so, — silently, mysteriously, forever? 

The Cathedral, with its males full of sculpture and paintings ; 
:t9 high altar, sumptuous with precious marhles and glowing 
(rith lapis lazuli — surrounded with pictures, — angels, saints, 
Abraham's sacrifice, and the Sacrifice of the Cross ; the Roman 
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Bacrifice of the Mass going on before it when we were there, so 
that we passed quietly away into the side aisles, whence we 
glanced back at the moving glitter of the I'iiih-robed priests go- 
ing through their offices, and the kneeling congregation gathered 
ill the choir, — catching more and more faintly, as we walked op 
;inder the long arches, the chanted intonations of the service that 
seemed almost to follow us with a reproach into our profane 
eight-seeing; — the Bi-onze Lamp that we came back to after- 
ward, in the upper end of the nave, and stood berore In the si- 
lence of the ended prayers and litanies, recognizing reverently 
in it, as Galileo the truth- searcher had done, one of the everlast- 
ing signs of God's own mighty silences, swinging there in the 
wonderful poise in which all things hang or tend to the earth's 
great heart, and patiently' keep their holy secret of Law for 
them who will seek for it with all their souls; — these were 
what we entered into first, that morning among the structures 
of glory. 

Grouped here, immortally, — ■ in the grouping of these marbles 
of time, — the thoughts that came and were proved by them. 
The swaying Lamp that told the mystery of Gravitation, beside 
the Leaning Tower, from which the seer of Science dropped his 
different weights to the ground, and saw vrith a solemn triuoiph 
that the lesser came as swiftly and as instantaneously as the 
greater ; type again of all tending, and that the least among the 
thonghts and souls of men draws with as sure a speed as the 
mightiest, by the law that takes no count of hulk and weight, to 
the Heart and Centre of all. 

Sign agaiu, — this simple lamp, — - of the simpleness of central 
feet; to which correspond alike the first clear, single fiash of 
inspiration and the last aphorism of great deduction, though be- 
tween must be all the ponderousneas of appliance and mechan- 
ism, built for research, measure, demonstration. Between, — in 
Galileo's Tribune, at Florence, — the great mass of means ; his 
tubes and wires and instruments, by which he elaborated his 
thought ; — before and after, the instant-quickened apprehension, 
and the four eternal, dauntless words ! The vision in the Dome, 
and the defiant whisper ; the swinging Lamp, and the " JS pur 
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liito the still, green, sacred shelter of the Campo Santo next- 
General Rushleigh was our guide; he knew well in what 
oiiSer to take us. Over the pavement of tombstones, around the 
many- windowed corridor that looks into the quadrangle tilled 
with earth from Mount Calvary, and fresh with grass, ann is 
walled on the other hand with stories in painling, — lives of saints 
and hermits, visions of Death and the Last Judgment, — the 
Mosaic Recital, from the Creator with the world in his hands, 
just formed, to the history of Moses and Aaron ; from these the 
continued record along to David and Solomon ; scriptures in 
Btone tliat the old sculptors were never tired of, and the old 
world of ai-t never full enough of. Roman relics placed along 
the gallery and in the corners, everywhere ; sarcophagi with 
mythological reliefs ; columns, vases, busts ; — on the wall, high 
up, the old chains of the city harbor; — Greek heads, statues, 
monuments; bronzes; Egyptian antiquities ; everything dead 
and buried, and yet living in a long human interest, — stronger 
and more investigating the deeper the ages have rolled over 
them. Was this the fitness, I wondered, of such a museum-ar- 
cade around the Holy Field of burial ? 

Out into the sunshine again, smd across to the last, most beau- 
tiful, of the Three Buildings. To find here something grander, 
sweeter than all, in the exquisite circle of the Baptistery ! The 
round again, that always holds an inscrutable charm, — reaches 
about with an ineffable significance ! 

In the middle, the great, marble Font; octagonal, — its sides 
rose-sdulptured in double panels ; three low, broad, marble steps 
running their successive octagons around it. 

The Pulpit, aix-sided, resting on its six trefoiled arches and 
its seven columns, one at every angle, and one central beneath ; 
each alternate pedestal apborne by a great, carved lion ; statues 
over the capitals ; beautiful clustered pillars again between the 
entablatures, — these masses of most wonderful reliefs, represen- 
tations of scenes from tlie Annunciation and Nativity to the 
Crucifixion and the Last Judgment ; between these final subjects 
the reading desk, supported upon the great spread wings of an 
eagle, whose fi^ot i>lant themselves grandly upon the half-pilla/ 
Kt this angle. 
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Back of the Font, a low Altar, with its Crucifix and six tall 
candles. 

Around and above these three the wide circumference, the 
lofty dome. 

Gospel; Belief; Gifl. — liOi-d ; Faiih ; Baptism. — Father- 
hood ; Sonahip ; Holy Spirit — These three : and the deep, 
perfect Unity, — the House of the Loi-d, which is the Heaven, 
— overarching and including them forever ! 

On the topmost step of the Font, by the rim of the basin. 
General Eushleigh stood a moment, and beckoned us to come 
near. 1 knew nothing of what was coming, nor did Edith or 
Emery Ann ; but Mrs. Regis and Margaret moved up beside 
him and waited ; and we followed. Just three notes of a chord 
of music he uttered softly, in the rich, clear voice I remembered 
on the Lake of Lugano. I had a second to remember in. And 
then — what took them np, as they floated into that deep arch 
overhead ? What repeated, and combined, and dropped again 
the lovely intervals of sound, mingling them into all untold, 
wonderful, manifold chords and harmonies ? 

Winding, and winding, — floating, soaring ; finer, sweeter, in 
each remoter circle of echo ; till they seemed to melt away at 
last into a silence that was made, — like white light from all 
the rainbow, — of all the infinitely divided and multiplied 
threads of a celestial and undying music. 

" From down here, — three notes — made op there into all 
that heavenly chime ! " I said, when I dared breathe and speak 

" Yes," General Eashleigh said. " It only takes little, single, 
feeble tones, to be caught up and repeated into all hai'moniea." 

"And the higher they go, the more they multiply," said 
Margaret. 

" So that when it gets to the highest," he said to her, — to her 
in a separate voice, as she stood by his side ; but we all hushed 
ourselves, and heard it ; — " when it gets to the highest, it is 
interpreted into everything. A breath is enongh, below ; as it 
goes up, it declares itself. It changes, and grows, into the joy 
nf the angels. Above all, it unfolds to the whole meaning, that 
ig Divine. And there, it is silent." 
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" Do you remember the opposite echo ? " I asked him, after- 
ward, as we went out. 

lie looked ai'ouad at me quickly. " Tes ; th h f th 
depth. We had that among the Alps ; the reve b t i h 
Btoue, dropped down into the ice-chasm. ! " 

As we walked away, I looked back, — asll klm j 
time in onr movings to and fro, those few, ma k d d y f u 
Btay ; as 1 looked, last of all, when the train glided slowly 
northward with us from the city, bearing us along the coast 
and toward Spezzia, — upon the Three ;-^ the Tower leaning 
down, out of tlie sky, — the Church with its Altar, — and the 
Place of the Font,— that stood there speaking iu their joint 
and separate beauty the same three great words — the Ijord, 
the Faith, the Baptism ! 

Chiselings ; avctutectnres ; things beautiful and wonderful to 
look at and pass by ? Are these what we travel for ? No : but 
the great Meanings that have grown living in the earth, and 
that the earth was made for, that from it we might pass into 
the heavens ! 

After this day of great things, we had a moming of charn . 
ing little every-day things. Every day in Pisa, that is ; for 
there is no such every day to be had anywhere else. 

A morning among the alabasters, A long, low shop, run- 
ning in, basement-like, from the pavement, under an old build- 
ing ; its shelves and counters rough and clumsy ; its stone-floor 
cold and damp ; its far corners gloomy in shadow, and a dimness 
everywhere, out of which gleamed the pure white shapes, 
crowding shelf and table. The delicate, translucent, soft stone, 
— something between snow and crystal in its spotless half 
clearness, — carved into every semblance of the rarest things iu 
art and architecture and nature, Gieek and Roman vases, 
models of tt'mple fragments, pillars, obelisks, statuettes ; all ex- 
quisite forma of birds and animals ; caskets, cups, lamjw ; globes 
that were for lamps, also, to hang in (he air like great white 
moons ; above all, over and over again, — singly, and grouped, 
— in every size, and vaiied in tint fiom the incomparable fair- 
ness ot the natural stone (o the tawny and time-beautiful hue 
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of the edifices themselves, — the three piles of marvelous fabrio 
aud figure, — the Tower, the Dome, the Baptistery. 

General Eosbleigh and Mrs, Regis bought many thiugs. 
Mrs. liegis set aside this, that, and this again, till a space had 
to be cleared for her selections, and one large table hai-dly held 
all she coveted. The counting up and thinning out came after- 
ward, for even her purse could not indulge her reasonably with 
all. General Rushleigh and Margaret chose together. The 
lovely Roman vase with the doves, that one is never tired of, 
— some beautiful d'ove-ligures with hovering wings, such as 
we have at home ia biscuit, to hang by invisible wii'es, — some 
statuettes — an Ariadne, a Faun, a Ceres of the Vatican a 
great basin in which a tiuy fountain might play fot the middle 
of a summer-room; a moon -splendor, — a globe of raoie than 
a yard circumference, — that they lightel u* all mto ecstasies 
with, putting a three-socketed tin canllebianch into it and set- 
ting it aglow with three soft flames ; — all ge group model of 
Ihe Three BuOdings, — and last of all a clarni g laaket 
wi'eathed with rose-buds and leaves foi Margarets dressing 

I bought, among other modest bargams, a little globe upon a 
pedestal, — ■ a lamp for a comer bracket ; and Edith chose for 
her mother a small copy of the Cathedral group. 

It was our last day in Pisa. That evening, over our pleasant 
dinner table, in our own salon at the hotel, we rejoiced over our 
purchases, which we had left to be packed, and to be sent home 
by sea all together. 

" There is a room at Lakeside," Genei-al Eushleigh said after- 
ward to Margaret, when he came and stood in the window witli 
her by Mrs. Regis's easy-chair, — '■ that I mean to put them ail 
in, — if you like ; and we will call it Pisa. There is a whole 
wing of rooms that my father added just before his death that 
have never been used or furnished. They run out toward the 
water-side ; a drawiug-roora with a little salon, we should call 
it here, at either side ; all opening together, very prettily. In 
one of these we will put tlie Roman things ; and in the other, 
the alabasters, — the basin, with a little fountain in it, the 
moon-glnbe overhead, and the Cathedral and Campanile modela 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



AS THE SWALLOWS EOMKWARD FLY. 



oi-ange-tree d d 111 room, we 

will have c g f m Sw Id lb Ut we will 

get ill Pari a 1 all li p 11 h n 1 II be pict- 
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makealiti OM W 11 f — 1 j^ di a. new 
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I lialf guessed the worda he ended with ; lie spoke ([uietly all 
through ; but the last were with a nearer leaning towunl her, 
and a dropping of his voice into that tone which is more beau- 
tiful than a whisper. 

" And mamma," said Margaret, who never leaves her mother 
out when she can draw her in or make her one, — •' mamma 
will have a whole suite of alabaster rooms, I think ! " 

"Mamma," said General Rushleigli, quoting Margaret's word, 
with an indescribable grace of tone and smile, "will find a 
suite exactly over these I speak of, with real Swi^ balconies 
that open right out into the linden-trees upon the lake-baiik. 
They are just the rooms for Lady Virginia to make beautiful" 

He has given her this name, — Lis own name for her; for he 
would not ever seriously call her " mamma," and he will hold 
her a great deal nearer than he ever could do as " Mrs. Uegis." 
She smiles when he speaks it ; she feels she has her own place ; 
that there is something for her now in the world in which for so 
long she has been " step-e very thing," that is own, and dear, and 
tender, in which the late crown of her life blossoms with flowers, 
and is lull of i fr-jgniice of -ill 'tpriiigtimes 

Flittmg along by lail, to Spe/zia. Tliiough a lonely mount- 
ain region, — the mountains, tlut reach their slopes down to- 
waid the sea — pist heights ciowned by old castle towers; 
thiough tunnels thit pieice the great rocky flanks to come out 
into new openings and windmgs of beauty between, — with 
glimpses, fti ofl, as we neai the journey's end, of the white 
veins of Cairara laid open and shmmg to (he aun, — while on 
Ihe other hand the blue of the Mediterranean flashes more and 
more broadly on our sight, — we skim over the shore that be- 
gins to be called the Kiviera di Levaute, and touch suddenly, at 
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last, the head of the beaut ful g It Ij g s leep fo k of tl e 
Apeiininea, and fold our w j,a fo a, daj and a n ^,1 1 at tlie 
fortress-guarded araeual statio 

We were to have taken (earner here for Genoa B t ve 
found that it would be a n ght tr p on a most i comfo table 
boat. Neithep Mrs. Ren, s nor I was e jual to such an en lu 
Biice, and so by beaut ful a c dfn we fell upon tl e dec 3 o 
which gave lis stiil another day like a day of dreama. 

And of all the visions through which we had been borne in 
our ti'avel, sigbing for very ecstasy, thrilling with pulses of 
pleasure too deep for speaking, — this day of visions between 
La Spezia and Sestri was fit to be the very last ! 

We were in carriages again ; the Regises and Paul Rushloigh 
in one, and we four in the other. The weather was cloudless ; 
the sunlight rained golden streams upon us, — it did not merely 
shine, — we climbed into cool airs tliat tempered it ; we went up 
and down among vast rocks that threw c»ol shadow ; but above 
us always was the deep blue basin poured full of the warm 
splendor. 

Winding up and down, hour after hour, among those en- 
chanted, desolate hills, robed in color, like the hills out of Eome ; 
made radiant through their very desolation. Wild, torn, ragged ; 
but mellow and bright in the distance, and in the softening air, 
with every tint to whicli volcanic fires had burned their sub- 
stance ; — crimson, gray, yellow, relieved against masses of 
black ; great slopes and piles of the last looking like actual, 
enormous coal-heaps, but really broken out-crops and debris of 
black marble ! All the way along, grand glimpses of the 
Maritime Alps, lifting dazzling white outlines up info the sky, 
above the soft, misty colors in which their lower declivities lay. 

As the afternoon fell lower, and the sbadea deepened and the 
lights grew level from the sun, the mountain -range grew wilder 
acd wilder ; took indescribably strange and startling groups and 
forms ; until at last, over some summits whose sheer edges be- 
yond ua aeemeil like the end of all things, — as if from them we 
must drop off the globe into blue space, — we came, along their 
giddy brinks, upon the broad, glorious view of the Mediterra- 
nean ; smooth as glass, shining with color, as if the mountain 
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masses we had seen all day were melted in it ; bhie, green, 
purple, silvery ; out under the sinking sun, pure golden. 

From point to point, i^epeatedly, we came upon tltis surprise. 
Always a great, last rampart, beyond which was empty sky ; 
tJie roadway winding along the precipices and under the threaten- 
ing of immense bare cliffs, — until nearer and nearer, we ap- 
proached the verge j and lo ! instantly the beyond revealed it- 
self in glory, — the shining, outspread sea, the golden dropping 
heavens ! 

We wound down, behind the fortress-like bulks of mountains 
that shut all away again ; deeper and deeper into rocky defile 
ajid chasm ; a silence and a deadness around us that seemed 
apart from any living, breathing, growing world ; and then, — a 
sweep, a level, a curving shore, a gleaming bay, a little fisher- 
village ; a queer, rambling, musty, old hotel built around a 
court-yard at the head of a beach ; old, old rooms, far away 
from the entrance through winding corridora ; vast in size and 
lieight, with great canopied beds that might once have been beds 
of state, but whose hangings were heaped gray with dust ; wood 
fires kindled quickly, in deep, ancient chimneys. And Saturday 
night had fallen, and we were nestled, as if we had got info 
some old rookery, — we wandering swallows, — at Sestri. 

Sunday upon the beach. All day until we had to go in for 
dinner ; lunchiug upon cakes and fruits as we sat there upon 
our shawls and cushions thrown down on the warm slope of 
sand ; writing pencil letters, — reading a little from our Sunday 
books, but a great deal more from the great, illuminated pages 
of sea and mountain and sky. All day in the wonderful still- 
ness, as if we had got out of the world. As if, it seemed to me, 
looking on that blue, blue water, in color most like the Geneva 
lake, as that is most like a sapphire ; — water, — hemmed in by 
the grand headlands on either side and mar^ned westward by 
the soft curve of the world and the heavens, — that came softly 
swelling iu and whispering at our feet; while the fisher-people 
were spreading their great nets to dry all along the pebbly 
'idges, and the women were laying out white garments from 
their wasliing upon the rocks; — witli that tender sun-filled 
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azure of the air tending and wrapping us all round ; — as if ive 
were back beside the sea of Galilee where Peter and Aiiditiw 
and James and John came in from their flsliing, and Jesus stood 
in the little boat, or ou the still, wai'm shore, and told them a 
gospeJ, that was larger than the heavens about the earth, and 
deeper than the sea, and tenderer than the shining from the 
bosom of the sun. 

I felt so happy, getting out of the dead old gallei-iea, into this 
live, qnick, beautiful picturing, — this to-day of God! For, 
after all, painted moments are little ; painted faces and mere 
groupings are nothing. The Lord meant men and women and 
httle children, and the lives of them, to be his picture-gallery; 
making in each act and eipression revelation and beauty for 
Him and for each other. The world ought to he so full of this 
vital representation, so rich, in lovely instants, and we so earnest 
in realities, that there should be small pause or need to paint 
over and over the Paat. Its truth and love should re-paint them- 
selves, continually. As this bay between the mountains, this 
morning on the MediteiTanean, make over again, on the day of 
the Lord, the day of his spoken word beside the Sea of Gen- 
nesareth. Nothing real was meant to have been ever stopped, 
or isolated; but to be bom again and again, illustrating and 
gathering the old in the presence and quickening of the new. 
" God does n't keep the sunset, does He ? " a little child said t<* 
me with child-wisdom once. " He tears it right up and make" 
another." 

" I was so happy, too, seeing Margaret and Paul Rushlcigh 
walk up and down in the light, ai'm in arm, between us and the 
shining water. 

Mrs. Regis, resting beside mo, followed them with eyes in- 
tent, yet quiet. I knew it was sare to he all right with her. 
There was no need to meddle with the process. One need not 
meddle with a healing ache, — a newly-rooting plant of peace. 
The miiiistriea of beam and breeze, and subtile strengths and 
harmonies better than we can find out the secrets of, are all 
ibrut it, to restore and vitalize. "We leave it quietly with 

But it shows them forth in new, spontaneous r 
fresh-born, unfamiliar fragrances. 
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" Whut a curious word ' other ' is ! " said Mrs. Regis to me, 
us we sat upon the sand. " It is nothing without its presup- 
posed correlative. I am getting analytical, like you." And she 
laughed gently at herself. 

" Yes ; it i^ only half. Of two that are not so much sepa- 
rate, as one. One — and Anotker. That must be always 
another owe. ' The others ' are the rest. The other parts -, the 
completion. Wliat this stops short of, these fulfill. That is 
the greatness and gladness of human nature and possibility. 
One's self — one's life — without tlie others, — it does not hold 
the half, and never can ! " 

" I used to want to be in the rainbow though, when I saw it 
shining down into the trees and grass." 

" If you were there, it would be only tiees and grass." 

" With a great ligVit upon them ! " 

" Yes. But the rawbim is only for those who look from far- 
ther off. To see it, cleai', is to he out of the cloud and the cry- 
ing, in the full, broad sun ! " 

" It would be a different kind of a planet, if people could 
take life like that." 

" Oh, dear me ! how many different kinds of a planet it is 1 " 
said Emery Ann 

Thirty miles more of delicious carriage-journey; all daylong, 
again, doubling and winding, ci'eepiiig along overhan^ng verges, 
passing through galleries that cut the solid tongues of cliff, con- 
quering promontory after promontory that stood precipitous in 
the sea, — g^iug wild heights, and descending delightful zig- 
zags into deep ravines; everywhere, the blue sparkle of ihe 
Mediterranean breaking upon us from turn to turn ; every- 
where, as we gained our way northward, the mountain masses 
growing greener, — clothed and in, right, gentle minds, again, 
aft«r the old volcanic heats and frenzies ; forests, turf-alopes, 
vineyards ; by and by a parapet«d road beside high walls of vil- 
las that hung in mid-air over the waters ; ramparts and towers 
guarding tho twenty-mile circumference of the city throned 
»mong the hills, — a rapid trot down into its narrowing 
;horoughfares, its crowd and hum ; ajid at twiliglit a stop in a 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



262 SIGHTS AND INSIGHTS. 

wide square, before a tall building and open entra^ice; bowing 
botel clorks onc« more taking our dusty wraps and usbering us 
in ; and we were lighted, — as (be birds miglit light among its 
palace roofs to rest aud to be off again, — in Genoa the Superb. 

Just to bide our heads under our wings, wo elder ones, stil) 
invalid and easily wearied. I was so tired ! So hungry, too, for 
more of the beautiful, fresii, unbuilt-upon earth ! So incapable 
of beginning again, after those d^ys of sea and mountain, ou old 
palaces and churches and galleries. Our drive into it had given 
us the best the city could give us, — the grand, general glimpse 
of its mediaeval splendor, its angust position, seated on its high 
amphitheati-e slope, behind its double fortifications. At the 
Hotel de G6nea, it was like everywhere else, a wildei'ness of 
big halls aud staircases and salons; a glitter of chandeliers and 
a pomp of sei'vice ; delicious, late, feverish dinners, — two of 
them ; an unpacking to rest, and a packing h> start agmn ; a 
studying of Bradshaw, and a choosing of trains ; the third noon 
we wore away again on the rail ; the third evening brought us 
once more beneath the white presence of the Alps, and then 
into tlie brilliant modern streets and squares of the Pied- 
montese capital, — the six-years capital of Italy under Victor 
Emanuel of Savoy. 

Rooms in the Hotel de I'Europe, on the great arcaded square 
of the Castello. Emery Ann and I took our little hops along 
the pavement, beneath tbe arched shelter, from brilliant shop to 
shop ; quite descended, in our surfeit of sublimities, and our 
physical fatigues, to the commonplaces just around us ; the 
pleasure of merely pretty things ; the delight, even, of exquisite 
and delicious confectionery, that we bought in new aud tempt- 
ing varieties. We only went out for half an hour at a time ; 
it was just stepping from the door, and straying along in a 
gorgeous bazaar, that did not seem like a street. We went out 
and in again, back and forth from our rooms, as we happened to 
feel ; then we would sit with books and sweetmeats, in the long, 
broad gallery that was used like a reading-saloon, between the 
" Bureau " and the dining-hall. " It is so nice to bo let dovm a 
Uttle, and just nibble sugar-plums in peace," said Emery Ann. 

Edith and Stephen thought vei-y much as we did. h was the 
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least foreign place we had heen in for long. It was neither old 
nor strange, tliey said ; but just " gay ; " tliougli they, with Mar- 
garet and General Eushleigh, went over the ancient " Madama " 
Palace ; the dowager-house of a duchess of the early eighteenth 
century ; a castle, with towei-s, of the Middle Ages. It is the 
only Middle-Age building in Turin. We were fast melting off 
from the grandeur of antiquity to the smoother shows and gar- 
nish of (tf-day. The Palazzo Madama and the Armory,-— 
where they saw the arms, gifts, trophies of Napoleon, Prince 
Eugene, aud the Sardinian Kings, — ^both buildings a part of 
this same splendid quadrangle of the Castello, — wei'e all the 
sights they went to here. 

"And I'm thankful," said Emery Ann, "that there don't 
seem to be much more, to speak of. It 's a burden on my mind, 
the things other folks undertake, after I 'm clear wore out I " 

So, a day and a Bight later, we took flight again. Up, toward 
the great mountain-barrier of the Alps of Savf-y ; through the 
heart of it, — by a way the birds know not of, through the 
.e Tunnel of Mont Cenia. 



We were coming into France in the springtime ; it was now 
just upon the first of April, We were making haste, for every 
reason ; because of our inability to endure the fatigue of any 
more city life and sight-seeing; because it was essential to Mrs. 
Regis and me, — to all of ua, I think, indeed, — to escape from 
the lassitude of these ail's of Italy, at least in the crowded places 
where alone now we could conveniently have paused ; and be- 
cause Mrs. Ee^s and Stephen Holabird were both anxious 
to reach Paris by the beginning of the month, Stephen had 
got letters in Florence from Ma sister ; ahe waa leaving Nice for 
Paris, where she hoped again to be met by her husband ; and 
Stephen himself, it was now decided, was to begin his medical 
studies in that city during the summer. Mrs. Re^ had busi- 
ness ; she also expected to meet friends. 

We looked forward with a kind of half shuddering expectation 
to our passage of the groat tunnel. To run under ground, — he- 
>ieath a whole, great Alpine spur, — eight miles and a half; 
thirty-flve minutes of burial ; as long as from Boston out to 
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Hilslowe Mills It may not souni^ much; but it is much, in 

The lantern in the roof was ready, with its pale glimmei-, for 
the pluage into darkness. There was a French placard, framed, 
and hung at each end, above the doors, which Stephen and Edith 
chattered over, until Emery Ann begged for a translation ; and 
Stephen rendered it with impressive literalness : — " My lords 
and my ladies the voyagers are prayed not to affright Jjjiemselirea 
jf the petards that will make themselves to detonate from time 
to time on the rails in the gallery ; these are to make warning 
of the approach of the train to the mechanicians of the gallery," 

" We are to run over a lot of big torpedoes, at rapid intervals, 
I suppose. How they will thunder in the ' galerie ' 1 " 

"We shan't, really ? " exclaimed Eraety Ann. "Why, it's 

" They won't quite dare to blow us up, of coarse," rejoined 
Stephen, comfovtingly. "Don't you see my lords and ladies 
are entreated not to a^tate themselves ?" 

" Oh, dear ; that 's what makes it awful ! " ejaculated Emery 
Ann. " I can't bear to have my mind prepared for anything I 
And those lanterns are real ghostly, waiting in the daylight for 
the darkness we 're coming to. I do think such things are a 
tempting of Providence ! " 

" Howhigh.is Mont Cenis?" inquii-ed Mrs. Regis. 

" Nearly seven thousand feet, Baedeker says," replied Gen- 
eral Rushleigh. " About the same height as the St. Gotthard," 

" And we 're to go under. all that 1 " cried Emery Ann, really 
dismayed. " What if those torpedoes should crack something ! " 

" Under all that is the very strength of it," replied General 
Eushleigh. "If men had built an arch of so much stone, — 
with miles of piers and buttresses, we should fliink it pretty flrni. 
And of course, Miss Emery Ann, — if it is any consolation, — 
we don't go right under the very central mass, I suppose. Thai 
is the pier against which our arch is built." 

" I suppose it is all right," she sighed, relaxing just that 
breath's worth and no more, of apprehension, — " but the world 
is getting dreadful ventuiesome ! " 

Creeping along the great laps and knees of the mountains, 
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climbing by gradual ascents from the plains into the fastnesses, 
shut in more and more by the rolling of the vast clifi'-aceneiy 
about us, — we came to the low, black mouth at last, that, under 
its frame-work of finished masonry, shows where the bold shaft 
plunges, seeminijli, into the very heart of the earth, and the 
little gliding tiam passed m The dijhght faded, laded, — till 
the small spark like opening fai behind ceased to shoot ever 
so feeble a ray to overtake m till the dim lantern overhead 
glowed into consequence, i lurid, yellow, smoky light like a 
light of Tattaia'i the solemn io!l of the wheels in the solid 
rock sounded deeper -iiid deejiei , the minutes lengthened fear- 
fully. Think hon long the seconds seem, when one sits for a 
photograph, and then multiply thit seemmg by siitiea, ■ind 
those sixties over and over again till you have made your half 
hour of it ; a half hour of a buried midnight with an AJp over- 
head! 

I think Emery Ann was really crjing ; I felt her tremble ; 
and I got hold of her hand to comfort her. " Think of the 
strength of the moantaiu." I whispered to her. 

'■ I guess I do," she gasped. " And I 'm thinking of them 
petards ! " But all was deadly silent, escept the thick, dead 
rumble of the wheels. A light flashed now and then, at long 
intervals outside. It was from large lanterns kept burning, like 
lanterns in a mine; so deep, so far we were, if anything hap- 
pened ! The oppression of it grew like the oppression in the 
Gorge du Trieiit. 

"I'm afraid they've Jbrffotten the petai'ds!" exclaimed Emery 
Ann, at last, 

Stephen laughed ; we had all been very still, and the laugh 
and the exclamation were a strange kind of cheer, reminding iis 
of each other as bodily presences. It was so dark, with that 
poor, high-up, smoky lamp, that we and our wraps beneath were 
scarcely more than un distinguishable shadows. We just sat 
there and feit each other's thoughts in the awesomeness, as ii we 
had been spirits in prison. 

Just then, a small, polite, deprecatory, easy- as-possible little 
explosion. A mere snap ; a popgun under those smothc'-iiig 
thousands of feet of rock. 
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" Messieurs et mesdames lea voyageurs sont ories tie iie pas 
B'efFrayer des petards ! " cried Stephen with moat absurd em- 
phasis. And we aO laughed, and the sound lightened ahout us, 
spread, somehow, out of the depth of smother ; a feint glimmer 
stole in past our windows ; away on, there was a spark of day- 
light again. 

The Mr freshened ; the light broadened ; we slid quietly forth 
as we had slid in ; a river ran by at our left ; the mountains 
sloped back from a wide valley to the sky ; felled timber lay 
along a sandy ievel under a hill-side ; the track we were to fol- 
low bent and wound and doubled beyond, in climbing curves 
that eoiifuse themselves io my recollection ; Emery Ann hastily 
brushed and sniffed away her tears, and said, cheerily, in a voice 
that seemed to belong to quite the other side of the Atlantic, 
and to have been produced from her Iraveling-bag like a for- 
gotten home-cordiaJ, — " That 's off our minds, anyhow ! And 
I will say it 's a credit to somebody I " 

" And we are out of Italy ! " said I presently after, as we 
came into Modane, and stopped for the weaty examination at 
the customs. " Good-bye to the land of beautiful, old dreams ; of 
sculptures and pictures and histories of thousands of years ! " 

" And good-bye to tomb-houses, and pink hearses, and alow 
fevers, and fleas ! " said Emery Ann, " But Itt!e-y's a beau- 
tiful place to look at, too !" . . . . 

Skimming along woody slopes, — dropping into widening val 
leys ; leaving behind us, more and more, the wild Alpine grand- 
eurs. Sweeping our swift way from tlie Arc and the Isere to 
the Ehone, and the Sa6na ; reaching at night the old, ■ 
trading city of Macon. 

A foacinating little " Hotel de I'Europe," an arched porte^ 
coohfere opening to a paved, sky-lighted salon green and gay 
with plants and blossoms, shining with gas-lights ; four French- 
women,- — a mother and three daughters, — keeping the h 
and meeting the new guests with bewitching grace of French 
smiles, and gestures, and politesse ; dressed, to the shaming of 
our dusty travel-wraps, in silks and velvet ; their little bureau- 
room, half shut from the entrance-hall by large slides of glass, 
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ind daintily fresli with flowers ; on the other side a la»gii draw- 
ing-room open with loDg windows to tlie quay, and sleepy, slug- 
gish, canal-like river ; up-stairs, endless winding of corridore 
and confusion of bedrooms ; and we at length, after dolicioua 
broiled chicken, biscuits, wine and tea, tucked away in our sepa- 
rate nests, to flutter out and find each otlier as we could in tho 
morning. 

That was the wayside lighting. That was all we saw of 
France betweea the Savoyard frontier and Paris. 
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CHAPTEK XXXIII. 

GUILDISS UNDER THE EAVES IN I'AGIS. 

.... Just as the swallows do. Bringing our sticks and 
straws, and building a nest, just for six weeks of the spring- 
'jmo, under the eaves, in a striuige city. 

For it was a new place this time. Quite another Paris than 
the one we stayed in for five days last year. Then we were in 
the old Eiie de St. Honore ; back of us, and all ai-ound, the an- 
cient, narrow, crowded, crooked thoroughfares of the old Paris, 
in which we wandered and lost ourselves in veiy small circuits, 
and only brought ourselves up by the central landmark of the 
Place VendSme, where we got our money and our letters, and 
wondered at the fecile Parisians building up carefully the pillar 
in the midst, which they had torn down in a provident, prescient 
fury that took time to put away all the pieces I 

Now, our daily ways lay along the grand, new boulevards, and 
through the gay, open squares. How alivo it was I With the 
spring freshness, the green of the grass and trees, the sparkle of 
the sunny waters I 

"It's as if we had come up from underground, through that 
old tunnel ! " said Emery Ann. 

Tes ; this was the life of the upper earth ; of the very peel 
and surface of it. This was the smooth cuticle of to-day that 
covers all ; underneath, in Rome there, and all through sombi'e, 
beautiful Italy, — underneath here, also, as well, only with 
blithe decency kept under, — were the bones, the time-patched 
lesions, the inheritances of disint^ration and decay. 

Bringing our sticks and straws; which were first our big 
bagages," that arrived after three weeks' meandering by " petite 
fitesse" from Florence; Edith's canvas -covered London bas- 
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ket with the lock wrenched off and carefully laid inside, — the 
cords i-eplaced, and everything within in appai'ently untouched 
order after the unprotected transit from the frontier, — no lace 
or ribbon rumpled, do pin-hos out of pla*:*, — but half-way 
down an Italian grammar — just where she herself had put it, 

— with a blank leaf doubled down, on which was politely pen- 
ciled, "Ouverte A la DouSae." My fac-simile, — half full of 
photograph portfolios, a Roman lamp or two, and a bronze 
model of the Coliseum, — had passed without inspection beside 
it. Oilier sti-aws — for plenishing and comfort — gathered here 
and there in the shops of the boulevaid, around the corner we 
had chosen. But this was not till after a week at quite the other 
end of the great city ; in which we had picked up crumbs and flut- 
tered pleasantly enough in and out of a high-railed, cage-like 
little pavement-garden, that opened — and opened only — from 
our long windows on the ground-floor of the Hot«l du Palais, 
away \ip on the Cours de la Reine, 

We thought we never should get there, that after-midnight of 
our an'ival ; when we had been whirled along the endless quays, 

— aci-oss illuminated bridges, — up broad quays again and past 
great squares gorgeous with gas-light, — a perfect galaxy of out- 
stretching constellations unrolling their interminable mazes as 
we rushed on ; until, as Edith said, " it was as if we had been 
let loose in the starry universe, to hunt up our own particular 
little world that had been put ouL" 

We came to it, out in the for edge however; and we fell upon 
its utter darkness, as we might have supposed. The next day, 
or the dawn of that same morning, revealed to us our surround- 
ings ; a suite of pretty rooms, — except that one was a dark 
bedroom, — and the trellised veranda leading forth into the 
'.ittle ivied garden aforesaid. 

But pleasant as it was, we could not make our nest there ; 
because we soon found that the charming gi'ound-floor apart- 
ments would not do. Kome will have her tax paid, sooner or 
later, within or without her own borders ; Edith and Emery 
Ann both began to be ailing here ; and nothing would he safe 
now but high, dry air, and sun-puriflcd spaces. Also General 
S and Mr. C , United States Ministers, were exchang- 
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ing office and caYilitiea; and the incoming diguitarj hal liia 
Foonis and liis dinner parties here ; and we had to live more like 
binls of the air than we fancied ; hits here and tliere in odd 
corners, at odd timea ; the regular table d'hSte entii-ely houle- 
versiS, and all system disregarded. We preferred to know when 
and where to find our modest, unofflcial dinners ; so Stephen 
and I scoured up and down, with a broker's list, all the way on 
the right hank of the Seine, from, the Arch of Triumph to the 
Boulevard Sebaatapol, for a sunny apartment of three or four 
pieces, and found it not, without some drawback that neutralized 
all answer to our requirements. 

Mrs. Regis had rooms on the entresol, facing south upon the 
sunny " Cours " and the river. She bided patiently the blow- 
ing over of the diplomatic turmoil, and the recovery of the 
head-waiter, who was disastrously sick, Stephen had established 
himself in students' lodgings in the Latin Quarter, and was stren- 
uous with us to give up our prejudices, awd go over to the left 
bank, where were plenty of rooms, he aaid, with twice the air 
and sunshine for half the money. At last one morning, when 
poor Edith had not risen to breakfast, and Emery Ann, afl;er 
waiting upon her with some, had gone back to bed herself, 
Stephen came again, with a liacre, and insisted that I should at 
least drive over to the Boulevard St. Michel, and see what he 
had found at a large, new Maison Meuhl^e on the comer oppo- 
site the Square and the beautiful bronze Fountain. 

St. Michael, and the sword, and the .dragon, again, of course. 
Magnificently cast and grouped, at the top of the pile of mimic 
rock, down which rushed the clear-falling water. A great, open 
space, full of sunshine ; a wide avenue running straight from 
the Pont St. Michel to the Place of the Observatory. On the 
first corner beyond, the tall, white hotel building ; — its angle 
upou the street cut off, according to the recent law that leaves 
no sharp turns of building to shelter insurrectionary surprise, — 
its balconies, one above another for five stories, across this sec- 
tion, full to the southwest ; blossoming plants, tier above tier, 
filling them up before the long, open windows ; a cheery, 
" above-ground " look all around, that I knew Emery Ann 
would appreciate ; and I climbed bravely the three long, double 
sttur flights that led to the one unoccupied balcony suite. 
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Well, this became our nest. Here, that very eveuiiig, we 
brought our invalids, our slicks and straws ; here, within a won- 
derful circle of new delights, — Notre Dame and Sainte Cha- 
peile close hy upon their island over St. Michael's bridge, — 
the Pantheon, the Lusembourg, Saint Sulpioe, St. Etienne du 
Mont, the flower markets, all within, every-day walking, — if I 
took them one at a time, and once in a while, as I meant to do, 
— and dear, lovely, shady, solemn old Cluny on the very next 
square. 

We were sorry to leave the Eegises ; but thee we went ba^k 
to them every day, almost, or they came to us ; and it was de- 
lightful to be driving round almost every day, by that airy, 
sparkling, joyous Place of Concord, and the green Champs 
Elysees with their lily fountains. 

Does everybody notice, I wonder, how perfectly the white 
spray curves into the tall flower-shape, with the denser central 
oolumit shadowing forth the slender pistil in the midst ? Scat- 
tered up and down beside the wide, shaded avenues betwetu the 
great, beautiful trees, — they open up their vases to the light, cre- 
ated new continually, alive with the gentle music of their 
growth ; the pure, colossal, softly-splendid water blooms. 

There was always sure to be some errand, — to Galignani's 
or the bankers, — if not the particular plan of our day togetlier, 
■ — to take us round by that turn ; and anyhow I do not think 
we should ever have come home contentedly without it. 



The mystery of getting well is known to few p 
those few know it by something independent of their 
medicine is bat the flingbg of a rope — either to body or spirit ; 
something that it will take to, and cling to, and so be drawn 
back into its natur'il rehtions And the best rope — all doe- 
tors know — IS ti It which is flung out to the spint 

Emery Ann ^ot well fiom the time she ton d out that the 
" rez de chauii^e of oui hotel wa,s a Hige hne grocery ; 
whence, stepping down to it without even the ceremony of a 
hat, one could order tempting little j ound boxes of butter with 
cool green leaves laid over them fresh little brn,k shajf- of 
Swiss cheese wh ie a d tender done up in t n f il fiuils tieah 
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or delicioasly preserved ; biscuits j honey ; what one please'!. 
When, also, she discovered that corresponding, at the opposite 
corner of Rue St. Severin, was a wonderful repositoiy of evecy 
kind of housekeeping article; from delicate, odd china that you 
could pick out in single pieces, in charming variety, unbelieva- 
bly cheap, to skillets and flat-irons ; that half a dozen doors up the 
Roulevard, was a little hit of a confectionei''a shop, where could 
be had meringues, iees, gfUeaus h !a crfime ; — which last means 
a kind of pudding-cake, delicate and spongy, covered with a 
fi-oth custard, piled up high and beantiful and just brought with 
a touch of baking to a pale buff crust, and of an exquisite coffee 
flavor like its color; — that, in short, there was real housekeep- 
ing to do here up under the eaves, in all sorts of novel and con 
venient little French ways. 

We ordered our dinners sometimes, in the house ; sometimes 
Stephen came for us, and we walked np two squares to a ret,- 
taurant, whei'e for ten or twelve francs for the whoJe party, we 
could get a dinner of four courses and wine, fiom a delicious 
soup to a dessert of raspberries, strawberries, or a '■ petit p6t de 
orSme ;" which means a tiny custard, — through intermediate 
fried soles or salmon, green peas, chicken or turkey or beef, 
and cauliflower or artichoke or Brussels spi'outs as a separate 
vegetable. Sometimes, again, we all went, or met together, — 
the Regises and our party, — in the Palais Koyal, and ate a 
similar " dejeuner" there, sitting by windows that looked out 
into tjie green, lovely garden-court, full of trees and fountains. 
Our breakfasts and teas we partly ordered and partly made 
from our own stores, at home; and six o'clock, regular dinners 
we utterly abrogated. 

Edith got well from the time that Stephen Holabird came, 
that second morning, springing up the long stair-ways, to heiald 
a florist's cart that was at the door below, with plants for our 
corner balcony ; fuchsias, dropping their coral rain of blossoms ; 
roses nodding with bloom ; great bushes of heliotrope, purple, 
perfumy ; miniature beds of mignonette and violpts, in boxes, 
to set upon the sills. How proud we were, setting forth our 
show, that said to our neighbors, We, too. have made up our 
home, and it is blossoming into your faces as yours into ows. 
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Edith brought a low stool and box in tlie shaiilow of the tall 
full plants, and breatted their incense, that the sun, sifting 
through, warmed richly from them. She took them under her 
special charge, and for her special delight, from that moment ; 
and they ministered back life and strength to her. 

I got well seeing the othere better, and resolving to take just 
life as it came to me, and not count myself a traveler or a sight- 
seer any more. I should have daily walks and drives : and I 
could not help the sights 1 should that way come to ; but I put 
Baedeker down under a pile of winter flannels in my trunk, 
^nd resolved not to look at him for a month if I could help it ; 
sertainly not to give him the least of his old despotism over my 
movements here, 

I watched an old pair who had built over opposite ; above 
the eaves, as we were under. I looked up to their balcony which 
ran all along one side of the Mansai-d-roof, out from whose 
windows they used to come for their lofty promenade and air- 
ing. I doubt whether they ever came farther down into the 

They were old people ; man and wife ; French, indisputably. 
There they lived, and chattered to ea«h other. Past migrat- 
ing; past new annual hest-buildings ; content in ;heir high 
perch, quiet and resting away up beyond all the din and rush 
of the busy streets. The old man, in Ms flowered dressing- 
gown and scarlet slippers, would emerge first of a morning ; he 
would walk up aad down the nari-ow balcony floor of two planks, 
— (how I looked up from under, and realized with a half shiver 
the slight foothold that held him in his airy walk fifty feet above 
the crowded pavement!) hardly finding room behind the ole- 
anders and orange-trees and laurestinua that made his haaging 
gai'den ; then Madame would come forth with her fresh face 
under her white curls, and hang her canary against the wall ; 
and a little dog would find space under their feet and among 
the flower pots to run a few irregular turns back and forth, and 
then put his black nose through the railing, looking abroad like 
* dog that pei'feetly understood his high position in the world. 

J hardly know whidi I was most interested in the root- 
dwi;llei-s or the oraagc-womcn, away down underneath, on the 
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sidewalk corners ; sorting their fruits, half peeling the most 
tempting ready for the consumer, chatting with their corn- 
meres that came up and down. Then there were the charity 
Bcliool processions, with the quiet, hlack-robed Bisters marshal- 
ing them along ; the bourgeoise women going to and from the 
markets ; the bakers' carts with the six-foot rolls laid across the 
front, for sign ; and every now and then, somebody half slioul- 
dering one of these amazing lengths of bread and carrying it 
home. All these amused me, and enchanted me into rest and 
health again. 

We drove out, — in the mornings mostly, — to the Bois de 
Boulogne. We went once in the afternoon, and fell in with 
the interminable line of carriages on fashionable parade ; we 
passed in review the fine toilettes, the made faces, the glitter of 
caparison ; we delighted in the magnificent horses for a while ; 
and then the dust choked us, and our eyes were weary, and our 
hearts and heads ached with bo much humanity all in one poor 
external phase ; and we said to our coachman, " Turn as soon 
as you well can :" and he wheeled us instantly about through 
the seemingly hopeless double line, and fell ia with us to the 
returning stream. Back by the Arch of Triumph, looking 
down the splendid slope of the Avenue des Champs Elysees, 
we saw the finest of it, the great mass ; a sea of equipages, 
whose waves were tossing manes, proud heads, the sparkle of 
rings and buckles and all rich mountings of glittering harness, 
the roll and flash of countless wheels ; — we came down our- 
selves through the midst into the cool shade again, and thought 
the common people had the best of it, sifting on the benches 
with their needle-work and knitting, — their children, — their 
chats with groups of friends, — while the wind lifted gently 
the foliaged branches and whispered over the bright growing 
grass, and blew aslant in vanishing white mist the broad corol- 
las of the lily founfains. 

But the Eois was perfect in the mornings, whieu the world 
was not there. Away out, beyond where the trees were riith- 
leasly hewn down for the siege, — among the lakes and the chS- 
lets, the cascades and the grottoes, ai-onnd the lofty sweep where 
the avenues command the valley views, and the heights of Forf 
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ValerieJ ; and home through the arrondissement of Pa«8y, by 
the Bridge of Jena, and the Long Quays, past the Field of 
Mars and the esplanade of the Invalidea. 

We shopped iu the Palais Eoyal, — that bewildering place, 
where everything so sets off and displays everything else, 
and all so entices and bewilders with the sense of ahaolnte 
iioyelty and improcurability elsewhere or forever, that you lose 
all comparative judgment and calculation, and buy blessedly 
and recklessly ; where Emery Ann told me I waa " wasting 
my substance in riotous giving," when 1 bought a charming 
little silver portable clock for Gertrude, and a fascinating fius- 
sia leather traveling-bag with the furniture of a whole dressing- 
room in it for Eliphalet, and trinkets of the loveliest crystai and 
enamel flowers for the girls — Gertrude's and everybody's, — 
and sleeve-buttons and belt clasps, and viniagrettea and chate- 
laines for general distribution ; in my happy fever of nearing 
home and wanting to bring all Europe bodily to you a^l. 

We went after new hats, — that we all needed — with Mar- 
garet and her mother. We saw the new fashions, — the par- 
terres and the aviaries, — yes, tlie Zoological gardens, — that 
head-gears ai'e growing into ; we turned over heaps of distract- 
ing French flowers, bending and trembling on limp, cool stems as 
if just cut from the growing ; lilies, hyacinths, May roses, carna- 
tions, grapes, cun-ants, cherries, bright little apples, berry api'ays 
and clusters, defiant of seasons; birds, buttei-flies, ladybuga, 
dragon-flies, green and gold lizards, — absolutely, tiny gray squir- 
rels with shining eyes, — only these last were for winter wear j 

" Why would it not be tnat a camel might be pretty ?" sug- 
gested Edith, simply, to the modiste. " A camel, and a date- 
palm ? " 

" Or a hippopotiimna," suggested Emery Ann, when we 
laughed and translated, — " among some big bulrushes ? I pre- 
sume we shall see the lion and the lamb lying down together, 
before long, on the same bonnet ! Won't it be beautiful ? " 

We drove up and down the boulevards at nine and fen o'clock 
in the evenings, to see the gay gas-lighted world of out of door 
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Paris, And all Paris is out of doors. Tou know, without my 
telling, how they sit on tte broad sidewalks, at the little, rounil 
tables, eatiag ices and cakes, drinking Jiglit wines and beers, 
reading and chatting the news and gossip of the day in the clear 
illumiDation of the countless lights. But yon cannot imagine, 
without going out into the midst of it as we did, after our prim- 
itive, Dearwood and Hilslowe bed-times, — and finding the im- 
mense glitter and life and motion iiito which you plunge outside 
your threshold, and to which there seems no end, from blaze to 
blaze of avenue and square, along miles of splendid thorough- 
fares, — across the bridges, past the tall, dark, tower of St. 
Jaques, — down the Rue de Eivoli, parallel with the Quays and 
the river, — around through the Place de la Concorde to the 
Madeleine, back by the old gates of St. Denis and St. Mai-tin, 
midway in the grand semicircle of the Boulevards — the Ital- 
iena, Montmartre, Poissonnifere, and the rest, — that sweep 
around four atrondissements to the Place of the Bastille and 
the Quays again, as fiir up from your central starting point on 
the Seine as the Place of Concord is down. 

You cannot imagine the multitudes of human beings, that are 
not crowds, or special gatherings, but just the great, continual, 
effervescing deep of population that overflows into the city 
spaces and foams up and down, a ceaseless airy dance of atoms, 
' — a seethe of yeasty bubbles. You cannot think what the light 
is, that i-eplaces the day with its gorgeous, lavish illumination, as 
if for some feast or triumph. Every shop sign is a device of 
flame-tips, spelling with flaring burners its advertisement. 
Every shop window is an Aladdin's Ciive of some special, unlim- 
ited treasure. Each kind of ware is made imposing by mass 
and multitude ; one window is a mountain of straw hats, piled 
up and up from pavement level to ceiling within ; another is a 
silver grotto of teaspoons ; another a sea-cave of lovely, deli- 
cate sponges. And the windows of bronzes, and the windows 
of jewels ! Eose, you would n't have believed it if you had 



Wo came to things as we went along. We meant to ; and W' 
couldn't have helped it, either. Wegrew used — not blunted— 
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to the exquisite architectm-e of the Pantheon, as we caught sight of 
it daily, up the side street that ascended to it from the boulevard 
St. Michel ; to the grand double Gothic towers of Notre Dame 
rising up out of the river-midst ; to the beautiful old gallei-ied 
front and curious unmatching turrets of Sajut Sulpice ; — we 
knew by heart the bridges and atataea, and gardens, — the col- 
umned glory of the Bourse, the solemn stretcli of the Louvre, 
the shut-in square of the Carrousel that has earned its name by 
popular tournaments, undevised by feinga, since it got it first 
from the gay joust of Louis the Fourteenth; we passed to and 
fro the ruined buildings of the Ministries, the devastated west- 
ern front of the Tuileries, the wild cinder heap that had been 
the Hotel de Ville. We " realized " our newspaper history of 
three years ago. 

It all grew to belong to us ; the glory and the wreck, — the 
untouched, time-mel!owod landmarks of the abiding centuries, 
and the landmarks of blank and destruction mitde by the fury 
of the present-passing years. I laid up these aspects, these fa- 
miliarities, for an old and new association aud knowledge to 
gather to and be illustrated by ; so much of Paris was becoming 
a piece of my own living, to which I could refer, and around 
which I could recognize, always, hereafter, the things of which 
I remembered, or might learn, that it was scene and centre. 
Meanwhile, I was sensible, sometimes, — waking, perhaps, of a 
morning, or when I had got lost in a quiet thinking of many 
things, sitting alone for a half hour in my room, — of a queer, 
dreamy feeling, — a confusion of places that I had got so many 
successive impressions of in diiFerent sojourniags, — out of which 
I had to shake myself to present consciousness, and place my- 
self with a quick mental running over of names ; Florence, Lon- 
don, Milan, New York, Boston, Geneva, — ah, yes — Paris.' 
As we lose ourselves, sometimes, in different rooms of the house 
we live in ; living over in a dream the things that have happened 
here and there — yes, — in the veryspot where weave dreaming, 
and where we seem to have left and forgotten something of our 
bodily selves in the mere bodiij surrounding, while the spirit 
was away in the spirit place it stands for. 
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.... How can I tell you of what even Idid and saw, more 
than this slight, glancing synopsis ? If Paris had been at the 
beginning, instead of at the end, I conid have done no more. 
It is such a world of things and life ; — the present and recent, 
as Rome is of the old aad gone. For even the old and gone 
Beema fresh in Paris, somehow, as if of only yesterday ; and so 
it crowds and rushes upon you the more. It does not wait to 
he dug up, and studied out ; it flashes upon you at tvery turn. 
Because it is all history of a live people, not of a dead ; it all 
reaches down by living threads into to-day, and pulls at the 
present, palpitating moment. 

How can I possibly tell you, then, what these weeks we"e to 
Margaret and Paul, — to Edith and Stephen, the childi'en — 
ah, children of last year, Rose 1 I began to find that out, before 
— well, it was not much ; but I will tell you presently. 

Their drives and saunterings, — Iheir lovely sunny days at 
the Trianon, at St. Cloud, at Fontainehlea Tl e fi tings in 
and out, their young, untired seeing of half a dozen things 
and places to our slow, elderly one ; the abse ce — I mean 
Paul's and Margaret's now, for it truly ne e ente el my head 
to think of the boy and girl as of the miin anl Boma ; and I 
know, it did not really, definitely, ente he s, her absences, 
that were not blanks but fuU of beautiful interest — that were 
poem-days — to me, in my sympathy and involuntary following 
of their happiness ; their comings in, with the light upon their 
laces, and some new telling, of enjoyment, of discoveiy, of ac- 
quisition, on their lips ; — these, rather than any of the sights 
or sounds of Paris, marked and made most living our living 
there. And these cannot be fold. But the beauty of them 
and the gladness that such things are in the earth, comes with- 
out the telling, and is also a possession, a laying-by, for us even 
who are only with it for a little while, but to whom it is an 
interpretation of a reality that is as much ours as theirs for- 

Edith was a great deal now, with her great friend Barbara. 
Lieutenant Goldthwaite had got two months leave. TJie Ka- 
tahdin had been ordered home, and he had come out in a 
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French packet to meet Hs wife here, and Hwompanj her back. 
They, with Stephec, — to say nothing of Bud, — quite monop- 
oliaed my child. Tiiey were always coming up the river in 
one of the little " moiidies," — the tiny steanilK>ats that ply up 
and down continually with paasengere, like river-omnibuses; 
and were carrying her back with tbem, or away down and out 
to St, Cloud, or even back and forth, through the whole city 
between Bercy and Auteuil, — by the same gay little water- 
flies ; or calling for her of a bright morning, — and nearly all the 
mornings were bright — in a nice open carriage, and taking her 
off for a drive out to Vincennes or St. Denis, and keeping her 
all day with tbem. It was ail Holabird as well as holiday, with 
her now, we told her. So Emery ^Ann and I had chances to 
stay by ourselves sometimes, in the nest under the eaves, and 
rest; or tidy up our walking and traveling suits, between the 
wears and tears ; or write, — as I did these long pages, hurry- 
ing to catch up with myself before I should get quite home, 

Mrs. Eegis, as she grew strong, made herself busy about the 
trojisseau. She seemed to put all her heart into the gathering 
of lovely things to make lovely, and " comfortable," in the most 
perfect sense, this life, this home, that were to have visible being 
from the invisible blessedness between these two. No, it was 
not all just between them, — even the positive tenure and en- 
joyment of it. The mother, ■ — ■ the friend, — the gracious, 
queenly woman from whose open hand and deep heart ran 
ministry and sympathy, — waa throned, ■— was more than 
throned beside it ; was taken in and held deariy almost in the 
heart of it. It was to be her life, henceforth; for they had 
made her promise that she would not leave them. They came 
to her with everything; and she found her pleasure in new 
surprises of her bountiful care for them. She was growing to 
be the woman of aO womanhood in their joined esteem ; this 
that she would have been to Paul, aJone, she was becoming to 
Paul completed ; what she would have seemed at a mere acci- 
dental and uncertain tangent of his life, she was being made at 
its permanent centj'e; she was rising to the greatness that was 
offered iier ; partly, doubtless, from that very flaw in her nat- 
»ro, — if it were one, — that could not bear discomfituie and 
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ansatisfaction, — but none the less certainly. The LoriJ knows 
bow to make stepping stones for us of our defects, even ; it is 
what He lets them bo for. He remembereth ■ — -He remembered 
in the making, — that we are but dust ; the dust of earth, 
Ihat He chose to m^e something little lower ihan the angels 

The generosity of this womaii, that was generous because it 
could not be comfortable in anything less, — that defended itself 
by its own extreme from any possible or past meanness, — that 
chafed against any conscious half-readiness as a tide against a 
barrier, — ran over, overbore the thing it struggled against; 
flowed wide into a new phice ; grew tranquil as it spread i be- 
came a sea of a n^w being over which a new morning dawned. 

Just a little of the restless rush, donbtless, was in the first 
busyness ; a little of the determined not-recollecting that makes 
other thought a continuous will-cataract aside from it. But 
I look back now, to those eager rapids, and I can see, already, 
how all their hurrying was only toward the great, sure, shining 

I was wjutjng for them all one day in the great Egyptian 
Hall of the Louvre. We were to go up together into the gal- 
lery, and afterward to spend an hour in choosing some silks 
and Jti.es at the Maj,asin lu Louvre over opposite They weie 
belated somehow and I had i hilf hour to myself among the 
sarcophagi and sphmi.es Emery Ann had gone with i dith 
anl the IIolabird« to buy cui,koo i.lo^'ks 

I sat heie thmLing sime of the thoughts tiat I lia\e just 
leen writmg down gazmg alio it the great strange to ms 
about me ind I wondei it the thmgs n mj mmd had rme 
thing to do with the meaning thtt seemed to giow to me out 
ot the huge sphmx shape that lies so prone anl jet erects it 
Kelt so giandlj in camng of diik red stone there by the en 
trance 

For, ■Jl It on e the meanm^ of tlie Sphinx seemeu to tell 

It IS J I t tie human niture whose dcullc ittit idc (.ould m 
10 Otli 1 outH jrd ii(-ur ng 1 e cjmbmpd 1 1 jue — tht, an raal 
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form — upon the earth ; resting, upon the material, — since rest 
rau&t have gome bTtis i mighty repose revealing itself so, that 
feels underneath it the everlasting, tangible facts ; — erect, as 
to the heaiJ with a life and power that are grand under the 
hght of the hio-id heaven one can thiuk of it so, in that far 
desert space waiting sublimely through the ages; — a combina- 
tion of two posture that are incompatible together, in the mere 
animil oi the wholl3 human, — that is, godlike. 

Is not that It — the riddie and the allegoiy of man, — the 
natuial and the spiritual by which he leans upon the earth and 
liflj, up his face unto the skies ; laj/s down, also, his earthly, that 
his heavenly may be the m re fi'eely lifted up? So that by the 
verj feebleness and m rtality of the- mortal, comes the forget- 
ting of It all in the repose upon an eternal strength, and the 
calm upraising of his expectancy, which is divine, towai-d lliat 
eastern horizon, out of which, already, walks the morning ? 

" There are two things in that sculpture," said Mrs. Regis, 
standing beside it with Paul Rushleigh, afterward. " Rest — 
and hope." 

Paul Rushleigh said it all — repeated it rather — in two sen- 
tences. 

" It is the ' flesh, also, that resteth in hope ; ' ' the earnest ex- 
pectation of the creature waiting for the manifestation of the 
sons of God.' " 

" Thank you, Paul ; you always fuljiU-, for me." 

Something that had shone for an instant upon Virginia Regis s 
face when she had stood with him on the Wen gern-Sche idee k, 
and the Silberhorn had flashed out upon their vision from above, 
seemed to have descended to abide upon her, now. It was 
changed ; it was growing into a more gentle peace. I thought 
it was the beginning of the peace of being numbered with them 
who dwell in the light everlasting. 

We crossed over into the Assyrian Hall, There, again, were 
the gigantic, winged bulls with human faces, — looming up 
above us as we gaznd at thera, vast monoliths, miracles of 
(tone. 

"It came into the world, here and there," I said, " in the 
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same figures. The first, rude, magnificent speech of it, was in 
these stones." 

" Yes," said General Euahleigh, " the early buijillng of i(le;is 
was Cyclopean, like the early walls. But it was not to remain. 
The trnth was not to ho hewn out in any rock. No hammer 
can be lifted on it, after all. Not one stone laid one upon an- 
other is ever left to stand for it continually. Because the work 
is nol stone, but living bread." 

" They carved wings for wgna ; but the sign-wings never lifted 
the sign -creature." 

" Nor any more," said Paul, " caa the signs, however grandly 
intei'preted, lift us." 

" Only," said Margaret, softly, " the living spirit in the creat- 
ures and in the wheels." 

There was a still expression in Mrs. Regis's face. She list- 
ened. I listened more through her, than of myself. It was so 
certain to me that the Ephphatha had been spoken to her ; that 
the ears to hear had begun to be inwardly opened. Once, a 
well-bred blank would have been in her fiice at such words. 
Once, she would have said, — as she had said not long since, — 
" r cannot enter into subtleties. I can only take life as I find it 
before m&" 

But she bad found her life to be a subtlety. The sword of 
the spirit had touched her under the joints of the armor of it. 
She had been wounded into a new vitality ; bruised into a blessed 
healing. 

.... How enchanted we were, at last, to pack our big 
trunks again, and to send them off to the Cunaivi Agency, to be 
shipped direct to Liverpool ! How pleased we were to put 
*' Steamer Sahara, June 10th ; Sold," on the directions ! And 
how lovely looked to ua the printed certificates of stat^-rooms 
taken and advance paid, when Stephen brought them up to as 
from the offic* ! 

The Goldthwaites were to go in the Sahara also ; that took 
off a slight shade of the regret with which we must say good- 
bye to Stephen. Edith was already promised for a visit to 
Westover, at Mrs. Holabird's, as soon as her mother could pos- 
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nibly let her go again ; she was to be introduced to Rosamund!, 
and made free of the Horse Shoe ; henceforth she was to be 
one of " we gli'ls," as Barbara calls her family and special 
friends, ignoring the nohler sex included in the relations, — " as 
why should n't we assume the generic title now and then, as well 
as be taken in ourselves to the grand general order of ' man- 
kind?'" 

It did happen one afternoon, among the very last of our days 
in Paris, — with how much premeditation, I don't know, — that 
Stephen came up to the Bird's Neat, when Edith was away with 
his sister ; and said he had come on purpose to take a last walk 
through Cliiny with me. 

We asked Emery Ann to go, too, but Emery Ann was in the 
height of beatitude, putting new bindings to her ilannel wrap- 
per, "to be miserable in on board ship;" the anticipation of 
that intermediate purgatory lighting her face, at the very men- 
tion of it, with a radiance of the home-paradise beyond. 

'■ I 've had my roots in the air for a whole year," she would 
say ; " now just carry lae back and set me out in the old door- 
yard again, — water me well, — and let me be ! " 

Poor Emery Ann! How she had hated, all through Europe, 
the " light wines of the country," and how she had missed the 
cold orchard spring at home ! 

We were never tired of the old Abbey House, now the Mu- 
seum Hotel, with its paved court-yard inclosed between high 
walls and the towers and angles of the quaint, half-Glothic build- 
ing ; the odd, irregular corner-entrances ; the stately-primitive 
rooms with their rafters and benches, their ancient cabiuets 
and chimney pieces, — the long corridors hung with weapons, — 
the halls crowded with rich and curious relics ; ecclesiastical 
robes, — missals, — carvings, — anaent furniture; — a whole 
suite of rooms full of precious porcelains, — a salon of car- 
riages ; — relics ; the nine crowns of tte Kings of Spain ; the 
Golden Ease of Bale ; the gilded effigy-ship, with Charles V. 
and all his court ; the dusky room in which the large old stato- 
bed of the time of Francis T. still stands, with its dim, brocaded 
han^ngs ; the deep, vaulted, Roman bath-hall, last and below 
all, its min open to the garden. 
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Least of anytting coukl we tire, or got enough, of the deli 
cious old garden itself, whose walks wind about in their ascent 
and descents, amidst heavy shades, and in the completest quiet, 
behind one of the busiest boulevards of Paris ; where the ivies 
run richly over everything, the old-time fragments of disin- 
terred sculptures that are set here and there, showing forth from 
among the darkly-shining foliage ; the pleasant corners where 
we used to sit and rest, and say to each other how fascinating it 
was, how like a dream, and how we never should forget it ; and 
from which, then, we woidd emerge, as we camo down from our 
dreams to breakfast, — to cross over and get our dinner of tur- 
bot, and " cotelettes," and raspberries and cream, and ico, at oui" 
restaurant. 

Stephen and I seated ourselves now, on a block of stone that 
lay in the grass down by the street waD, — onco perhaps a part of 
a temple column, or a piece of a sacred beast, or a heathen altar, 
— and grew quite silent, thinking how it was really the last time ; 
I, wondering a little why he had so paiticularly fancied to come 
here the last time especially with me , when, quite sudileniy, 
and with a voice that sounded just a httlp dilhcult and embar- 
rassed, — though I did not see from his fli'*t woids why it 

■' Miss Patience, -— I want to ask — may nt J wiite to j ou ' 
May n't I know something, now and then, from yourselves, of 

And when I said, quil« simply, " Surely, Stephen. It would be 
great pleasure," he lifted up his head quite manly foshion, and 
went straight on : — 

" I am not much more than a boy ; but I shall never forget 
this six months, of all the six months of my life ! And I can't 
bear that — you — should forget it altogether! — Pretty soon, 
-Miss Patience, the years will be making a man of me. I mean 
they shall. You 'II stay my friend, Miss Patience ? " 

He repeated my name with a kind of earnest beseechingness. 
What could I say ? Away from Eliphalet and Gertrude, with 
(heir child on my hands? Had I been doing — or leaving un- 
done — anything imprudently ? Had I been letting things hap- 
pen, that could n't wnhappen any more, ever ? What would 
Emery Ann say to me if she knew it ? 
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The worst of it was, you see, there was nothing to say " no " 
to. And that, when I took another yamut« to think about it, 
became clearly the best of it. Because it was one of the things 
that are just marked out, plain enough, so far ; that take us in 
hand and settle for us. 

He had done just right, this hoy, to come to me. No man 
could have done wiser, or would, perhaps, have done half so 
well. We were to keep on being friends : there was a little 
door to be held ajar into the years, — two or three certainly, — 
in which he would not be with us again- He had a right to 
that ; they both had a right to it ; it waa a piece of their lives. 
And I don't think we older people — in our fears and notions 
for something that may happen too soon, or to the shutting out 
of a crowd of possibilities, that indeed are often far safer shut 
out and delivered from — have any right to cut out pieces of life- 
thread for these young creatures, and tie up the ends in our own 
hard, bungling knots, and say to ourselves that we have saved a 
tangle. "What comes early, — in any right, natural, orderly 
way, — comes because it is sent early ; because, maybe, it may 
take much time to prove itself, and turn out the full, strong cer- 
teinty, either way, that it is meant to be. 

If there had not been everything likeable, trustablo, about this 
Stephen Holabird,— proved and commended to us iu him al- 
ready, by all that had gradually goae along, he would not have 
been with me to ask me this question uow. And that being so, 
he had now quite a right to ask it. Thinking of this, I repeated 
my simple answer with some added words, that the words he 
"lad added called from me. 

" Surely, Stephen ; write to me. I think I should have asked 
,1 of you, if you had not asked it of me. We have known you 
so well, now, — we have grown such friends, — that we shall 
want to know .what the years are making of you as they go 
along. And when you come home, — count us among the friends 

I think there was as mucii answer in it as there had been 
question in his asking. As much as could be between him and 
oie, anyway. My good thought of him ; my good word of him. 
It home, — the Jink he wanted ; my own promise that 1 should 
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stay liis fiiend. 1 shall tell the whole to Gertrude ; then it will 
be theii business, hy and by, if it comes to be any busiuesa then, 
at all. And I think there was in it, also, JQst the delicate tak- 
ing for granted that he was quite delicate enough to understand 
— to have had no need, indeed, to underskind from me, — that 
this was ail in such direction, that could in any word or manner 
be suggested. 

I would quite as willingly let him and Edith come together 
to-morrow and say good-bye to Cluny, as If to-day's talk had not 
been. With all the intimacy, with all the fun, and the freedom, 
and the liking, — there was in these Holabirds something bo 
high and of such a really dignified refinement, — I could trust 
Edith, in her siaople girlishness to it all and among them to the 
very last, and have no fear of glance or word or sign that should 
make her shy or conscious for an instant. I was so very sure, 
too, that if there ever could have been anything, it would have 
driven her right ba«k to me. There is no safeguard like — 
there is no safeguai'd hut — the simple, native, royal-inuocent 
reserve that does not know itself fo be reserve. 

But I. will tell you what Emery Ann did say, when I toid her 
about it. 

" Do you suppose, Patience Strong, that our common-sense 
was amongst the things in that hag we went and left at Dover ? " 

" No, Emery Ann," I answered her, calmly ; " for I quite 
well recollect your having had yours about you the night we 
got to Lugano." 

" Well," she returned, letting her tone subside from its first 
surprise to a certain reassurance, "I presume it's our con- 
Bcieiicea and our common-sense that's been settling things as 
they came along, finally. And I don't presume there 's any need 
for a special rummage and judgment now." 

Than which I think one cannot have a better method or re- 
liance in any of the circumstances or responsibilities of this 
mortal life. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE CAPITAINE-MAJOK AND THE GRAND EMPEREUE. 

.... OcK very last sight-seeing in Paris, — our very last 
day there, — was a mixtui'e of the magnificent, the absurd, and 
the ignominious. 

Emery Ann and I had never seen Napoleon's tomb. We 
only knew the golden dome of the Invalides from the outside. 
Stephen Holabird and Edith insisted that we could not consci- 
entiously or respectably leave Paris in that way. So they set 
forth with us, in the middle of the day, and we drove around, 
first to the Cours de la Eeine, with an errand to the Kegises, 
made our final arrangements with them for the morrow, and 
then across the Bridge of the Invalides to the Quai d'Orsay, 
and round the Esplanade to the great front. 

As we went, we saw that grand movements were on foot. A 
splendid review had evidently been going forward. All over the 
esplanade was a glitter of arms and equipments, a lushing and 
wheeling and massing of bodies of cavalry, — lines of infantry 
marshaled in beautiiul precision, — groups of commanders and 
state dignitaries mounted apart; — the whole Place swarming 
with a brilliant and imposing stir. ■ 

We passed unchecked around the side avenue, where carriages 
filled with lookers-on were pausing, and came to the front. We 
must have passed here at the last possible moment ; at any rate 
we got round to the eastern avenue, and wei-e driven to the side 
entrance where visitors to the Dome and the tomb ai-e admitted. 

Sut everything was closed and banned. Nobody appeared to 
to answer to our summons. And no one seemed moving in the 
quiet grounds. A plaeai'd by the gate announced that it was 
open on Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays ; but 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



288 SIGHTS AKD INSIGHTS. 

that " strangers with passports " might be admitted on the other 
days. This was Wednesday. 

Another carriage drove up ; with strangers and their pass- 
ports, like ourselves. We all went and tried at an iron gateway 
fiirthei' back, within which was a little lodge. Here some one 
emerged at iaat to answer onr inquiries. " II fant chercher le 
ga,rdien," we were told. " Le gardien du tombean — h I'autre 
c6t^ ; " and we were pointed, or thought we were pointed, to- 
ward the front again. But at the opening of the avenue into 
the square, we were stopped by mounted police, and the advanc- 
ing column of cavalry. Already its head was appearing before 
the long, terraced entrance ; carriages full of spectators were 
crowded back upon the curbs ; the wide way was cleared ; and, 
six abreast, they came on. 

Grand horses, — splendid riders ; io companies of color, — 
black horses, bay horses, chestnut, iron-gray, white ; in compact 
line, even in size, trained in step ; a perfection of mounted dis- 
play. From away around as far as we could look, their solid 
trample sounding steadily over the ground, they kept pouring 
into sight ; up the avenue beyond, straight down toward us, past 
the gates of the Invalides, then curving around and streaming 
away into the distance again upon our left. It was by no means 
what we had come expecting to see, but it waa a fine accident ! 

At last, all were by ; the wide frontage seemed clear ; car- 
riages began to move slowly oiF, when three or four gentlemen 
rode rapidly past, on splendid chargers, — there was a lifting of 
hats among the crowd, — the rider in the middle bowed, as he 
swept by ; and then all really was over, and wo were left to 
imagine whom we had caught glimpses o:^ — doubtless, the 
Marshal President and his staff. 

Well, we alighted agaia before the great gates. A crowd of 
foot passengers still impeded the_ way ; among them limped 
along a few Invalides, proud of the day, proud of their disability, 
that told what ihey had been, in some other day that they were 
far more prond of One came close to us, wheeling himself in a 
kind of chair. I stopped, and asked him, respectfully, if he 
could tell us to uhom to go to get admission to the Dome and 
the Tomb. 
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"E faut dematider au Capitaine-Major, — IJi-dedans." And 
he waved his hand toward the pavilioned facade. 

Up we passed, along the deep slope of teri'ace. We had to 
ask again and again, — " Whom ean we seek who can permit us 
to enter to the tomb of Napoleon ? We are strangers with 
passports." And always the answer was, with increasing roll 
upon the final " r," — " Monsieur le Capitaine-Major-r-r / " 

It was like a pilgrimage to Mecca. We were in at last But 
the vast court and endless corridors utterly bewildered us. The 
other carriage party who had met us at the first gate appeared, 
wandering, like ourselves. Everybody said, " Capifaine-Ma- 
jor-i'-r ! " but nobody told us where we could find the man. 

At last, a door, — quite near the front, under the arcade, — to 
whicliwe came round after useless explorations up and down the 
quadrangle and colonnades, — and upon it marked the talismanic 
title. 

" CAPITAINE-MAJOR." 

Wo knocked, as if at a gate of Paradise. It Is so good to get 
anywJiere at last, when one has found it nearly hopeless to ar- 
rive. And the greater the difficulty, the farther from our 
thoughts the simple solution of renouncing the endeavor and re- 
turning quietly home, where wo did know both place and busi- 

A young woman opened the door. We asked for the " Ma- 
jor-r-r," with as much accent and roll as possible. He was not 
in. We should find him, here, some part ; and she leaned from 
the door-waj and looked around with polite anxiety, and made a 
very vague, general gesture toward the shifting gi'oups, with a 
most charming confidence. " You will demand of one with the 
white ribbon, ' comme 9a,' " — and she crossed her hand over her 
breast from shoulder to waist. Then she shut the door, and we 
turned round and saw five men with white bands, talking to- 
gether. 

I was nearest, and I attacked the group. " Monsieur le Capi- 
taine-Major ? " I said inquiringly, glancing at all five. 

" Li-bas, madame, — celui qui porte les epaulettes d'or." 
An old Invalide with a wooden leg stepped forth from among 
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them. " Madamo, jo vous montrerai. Veaez ! Venez ! " And 
he stumped off before us down the dark corridor to the left be- 
neath the building. 

Down there, they were cleaniDg the pavemeot with bucketa 
full of water, which were poui'ed like libations before us, aa we 
lifted our skirts and picked our way. 

Only a knock and a question, after all, at another door ; then 
round, through the floods again, across the court-yard, dowa the 
whole length of building. 

Stephen walked forwai-d quickly with the old InvaJide, who 
got on filter with his one leg than most of us felt able to with 
our two. Now and then they would look back for us and halt ; 
then we would catch the rapid chatter they were keeping up in 
French ; or both together tljey would say something to us in ihe 
two separate languages ; we, meantime, explaining to each othev 
breathlessly, as we Imrried on, in a misprinted kind of way, the 
detached fragments as we got hold of them. It was a long ex- 
planation about tlie day, and the confusion, and the difTiculty, — 
which really had already explained themselves, — and the good 
wiH of the white-strapped Invalide to do his possible for us. 

" Is it admitto, or is it proliibito ? " panted Emery Ann, much 
bewildered, but contributing cheerfully her useful little Italian 
terminations to the general effort at understanding. 

"Or have you beguiled ua into an enchanted castle, Ste- 
phen ? " I asked liim, as we turned at the fai' end to mouat a 
great stone staircase, of repeated flights, with deep landings. 

" That might really be an object for me, Miss Patience," he 
s^d, dropping back beside us. But he fell quite back behind 
me with Edith, though he spoke my name ; and I saw the two, 
as I began the second ascent, lingering along the lauding. 
" The nice little betweens," I heard him say, " are only from 
one climb to another. Everything has to keep on." 

" And the niceness is, as Aunt Patience always says, that 
everything does keep on," said Editli, brightly. Little woman 
that she was, she would not let Stephen droop for a minute, this 
last day. She knew how much harder it was for him to let us 
sO go and be left, than it was for us to leave, even. And she 
said that so simply, — with the royal innocence of that free re- 
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Eerve, that is broken forever, aa I said, the moment it dif-covers 
itself to be reserve ! The moment it is reserve from others 
instead of from one's self. 

A long corridor across the end, above ; a turning into another, 
running lengthwise; at last a door, uiimiBtakable we thought 
this time, with "Adjutant-Major" outside. 

A knock by the Invalide, into whose hand, — with a delicaf« 
diffidence, in view of the white strap, — Stephen had taken op- 
portunity to slip some silver, which was pocketed without any 
diffidence at ail ; the other party of people, who seeing we had 
got upon some track, had swelled our cortege fi-om below, gath- 
ering up behind, and waiting with us ; the whole group absurdly 
collected together, like cats — supposing cats to hunt in com- 
pany — before a mouse-hole. I began to wish myself out of it, 
before the upshot came. 

Back flew — not the door knocked upon, but one close to it ; 
and out bounced, like a jack-in-the-box, a fierce little old officer, 
thin and gray, in full uniform. Stephen took off his cap. 

" Would it be possible, sir," he said, deferentially, " that we 
should see the tomb of Napoleon to-day ? " 

"No, sir! No person is admitted to-day. To-morrow, sir." 

" But we leave Paris, to-morrow ; we are foreigners, with 
passports. And the placard" — 

" li u'y a point de passeport," thundered the irate Capitaine- 
Major, with an emphasis that could only have its point and 
twang in French, " qui puisse faire admettre qui que ce soil 
aujourd'hui ! " 

And without further courtesy, he whiuzod off down the gal- 
lery like a shot from a mortar. 

The poor old Invalide had taken the advance from the instant 
that door had sprung back from before our faces ; he was well 
nigh beyond hearing by this time ; but the Capitaine-Major 
overtook hira as in a breath. 

" Et VOUS ! " he exploded upon him, aa he seemed to sweep 
him along with his own swift motioa ; and then followed — the 
sound diminishing as they went — a hurtle of small, rapid ob- 
jurgations, such as one might suppose the Itombshell of his 
wrath would be filled with. 
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" Nails and slugs ! " ejaculated Stephen, " what a discharge 
of caniBter!" And as the rtun of it pattered away through the 
long stone distances, we meekly turned about, our train follow- 
ing, and descended, as we bad come up, the grand staircase. 

"No worse than the King of France himself," said lidith, 
laughing. " When he mai'ched up the hill with fifty thousand 
men, and then — marched down again 1 " 

" I 'm glad I 'm not that Invalid, though," said Stephen ; " but 
that Invalid deserved it ! He hod got bis francs, — the whitc- 
ribanded old humbug, — knowing better all the time! lie was 
^<ilf way down the corridor when that knock was answered. As 
*br ourselves " — 

" What of it ?" smd I. " We have n't got in, to be sure ; but 
neither did Napoleon 1 Who cares for seeing the tomb where 
he is n't buried ? " 

We found ourselves at the foot of the grand staircase, at the 
entrance fiom the Hotel to t!ie church. We went in and up the 
aisle toward where, across it, was stretched a coarse gray cur- 
tain ; before this a scaffolding ; workmen busy ; mortar falling 
about. 

" Behind that gray curtain, if we could lift it and get in," said 
Edith, " is all we have come to see_." 

•' Yes," I answered her. " Behind the Gmy Curtain, also, ia 
the Grand Empereur. Perhaps it is the fittest thing to look at, 
after all." 

" And the rubbish," said Emery Ann. " They 're always 
hanging up gray curtains, and doing things over, and making a 
clutter generally, in France. It 's pretty suitable, I think, my- 
self." 

And the unawed descendant of tlie Forefathers walked as 
serenely out and down from the Invalides as if it had been down 
Crom the door yard of Old Farm. 

But it was not Stephen's last day with us, notwithstanding. 
It occuiTed suddenly to Barbai-a and Lieutenant Goldthwaite, 
that there was no need that it should be. He had seen 
nothing of England ; why should n't he run over and see a bit 
of it with us ? So they invited liim ; as their litlle appendix, 
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Bai'bara said, to the birthday present the reat of them at home 
made up for him last winter ; " a honne houcke, that would n't 
liave been kept over winter, if they had n't been bright enough 
not to think of it before," 

And so, we were a merry enough party still, that went down 
out of Paris that next noon toward the sea-coast of Picardy, 
to tulce steamer at Boulogne for London by the (.'haui<e) and 
the river. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

OUE CHIMHET CHINK IN LONDON. 

.... How happy we were steaming up the Thames, aller 
our sea-passage round from Boulogne ! 

Coming into Loncloii by its great water-gate, past the docks 
and the shipping and the high, blaclt, business-grimed wharves. 
Past the walls of old warehouses, that stand up from the dark 
water, — past piers and strands, and the dim city edges that dip 
drearily and dreggily to the brink ; their very dreariness and 
uneleanness made classic and thrilling to us by the mysteries 
and pathos of Dickens's stories, that liave brought us here in 
pictured scenes bo ofteti, and that have made themselves living 
presences forever in the land and the city where he wrought 
tliem out. 

How beautiftil it was to hear everybody talking English 
again, as if they could n't help it, — and yet how strange I 
" Kiod of tremhlesomo somehow, almost," Emery Ann smd, 
" You don't Isarclly know what to make of it all of a sudden, 
most as if they were bo many Balaam's asses 1 But we're 
fairly above ground now," she added, with a long Itreath. 
" We 're through with the Hivites and the Hittites and the Ger- 
gashites and the Jebusites, and have got back to our native fel- 
low-creatures again ! England is next door to America, firjally, 
after all I " 

Yes ; England ia next door ; it is just the other side of the 
same human heart ; and the great throbbing oceaa, beating be- 
tween the Old and the New, is no such separation, but the life- 
giving current bearing back and forth through a great round of 
ijuickening and use, the self-same elements of the best and hap- 
piest civilization the world has como to yet. Not the best it 
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shall come to, thank the dear Lord, or the happiest this Angio- 
Saxon right and left of hand and heart may help work, out jet 
Upon the struggling, distracted, half-blind, bettering earth I 

We dropped right into a chimney chink of thorough English 
comfort. Some dear little Swifts took ua right in ; two siater- 
birda that had a big fine all to themaelves in Euston Sqnare ; 
their long lease of it their sole property and their living. 

Just as nice as was, though, in the middle of what we have 
been accustomed to call aooty London. For the life of us, we 
have n't been able to find out its uncommon sootiness ! Large 
rooms, comfortably fitted ; windows opening generously into 
generous spaces ; the gi'een square, all leafed out and sweet 
with smell of the new grass and foliage; a stj'etch of garden 
with shady trees, down from the back. 

A long parlor with three front windows ; Mrs. Regis's bed- 
room opening from that, by folding doors, behind. Up-staJrs, a 
corresponding suite for Emery Ann, Edith, and me ; Margaret 
sleeping in a little hall-room that led from her mother's. Gen- 
eral Bushleigh came hei-e with us, and had the "thii-d floor 
front." We almost did not care so much to sail away in the 
Sabai-a in three weeks, after all. Only almost ; in our hearts 
nothing could have stopped us longer from the home-going. 
But it is nice to have the last stitches set smoothly ; to go the 
last mile through the pleaaanteat bit of the whole journey. 
Paris had been a great improvement upon Eome and Florence ; 
we were not ungrateful to the memory of our home-making 
there. B«t it bad been home-maij'w^ ; we had had to struggle 
and shift for it; here it was horae-Marfe. 

The charming breakfasts that we came down to ! The table 
laid in the parlor, with its fresh cloth, and its four dishes, home- 
fashion. Its tray of cups, and its big cofFee-pot for Mra. Eegia 
to pour out for all from ! Its rolls and mufflas, its shrimps and 
soles, its steaks and chopa and eggs ! Not all together, of course ; 
but as many of them as we wanted ; with Miss Bessie, the 
younger of the two Swifts, — so sweet and ladylike that it 
seemed a shame to sit and let her wait upon us, — bringing in 
for us and carrying out. So interested, too, in oar plans for the 
flay J for the Tower, or the Gardens, or out to Hampton, or to 
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the Museum, oi- the Galleries. So proud of our dress and turn- 
out, the day we weEt in livery barouches for our ride in thra 
Park, iu the fashionable drive. So pleased to have us tell her 
when we came back, that we had passed the Princess of Wales 
close to, five times, and how pretty we thought her ; that we had 
seen the Duchess of Edinburgh also ; and so full of a prgudly- 
loyal fiimiliar mention of " our " royal names ! 

It was really an experience, those five turns io the Biug Road, 
Those carriages full of fair, high-born women, passing and re- 
passing; those grand-looking, courtly old English gentlemen, 
whom we saw lift; their hata to the Princess as she drove ha«k 
and forth, — a mounted, specisd policeman galloping ou before 
her up aud down at a certain distance all the while, to keep 
clear way, for the pace of her carriage ; — her pretty bows in re- 
turn ; — her quietness in dress and bearing as she sat there, 
representing the royalty of England to the people, and yet tak- 
ing her daily airing with the simple composure of the least pre- 
tentious lady in the land. " Just because," Edith said, " there 
was nothing for her to pretend to." 

We had talked a good deal about these things over the tea- 
table. Nobody, I think, could possibly have gone for the first 
time into that full current of representative high refinement and 
illustrative nobility of the most refined and proudest race of peo- 
ple on the globe, and not have thought and talked of it with an 
interest somotliing more than that of vulgar, gaping curiosity. 
Nobody, at any rate, could hear our little Swift chatter of her 
Queen and her Queen's family, and mention the grand names of 
her country as if somehow, away olf perhaps, but yet really, 
they were names of her own blood that she had a right to be 
proud of, — and not feel that underneath, or above, what is 
called only curiosity, or a plebeian adulation, is something of the 
highest claim and consciousness of grand human nature, that 
chooses its kings and queens to wear for it the regalia the 
many are too husy earning for the world to wear themselves! 
There are harms and falsities that come fi'om it ; but I don't 
know that they are so much less, as different, in our piece of 
Anglo- Saxondom ; in our republic, as contrasted with the old 
monarchy. Here are things that have outgrown their reality, 
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doabtless. But with ua, on the other hand, we so fast oversow 
our realities. Everybody on our side b in such a hurry to wear 
the regalia ! 

It was after that, when I had been sitting up-staivs a while ia 
the twilight, by my window looking over into the greeu branches 
of the Square, and across to old St. Panci-as's Church that 
made the comer close by, — that I heard General Rushleigh'a 
voice, singing, in the parlor below. 1 had never heard it hut 
three times before ; once when we sang hymns oa the deck of 
the steamship, — once oa the Lake of Lugano, when he took up 
the refrain of the beautiful " Angelus," — and on the steps of 
the Font in the Baptistery of Piaa, when he had called down 
those echoes out of heaven. 

I knew he and Mai'garet were alone in the room. Mrs. Regis 
was lired, and had gone to lie down. 

He was touching the piano with simple chords of accompani- 
ment ; his splendid voice was sending forth with its full, rich 
tones, some words of that glorious song of all love soogs, " My 
Queen I " 

"And shD may be humbla or proud, my Lndy, 
Or that Evreet calm, which is just between ; 
Bnt, wiienever shB comes, she wilt Had ma ready 
To do her homage, my Queen, my Queen I 

" But she must be coui-t«ous, she must be holy, 
Pnre in her spirit, that midden I love ; . 
Whether her birth he noble or lowly 

And I '11 ^re my heart to my Lady's feaeping. 

And ever tier streugtb on mine shall lean, 
And tite stars shall fall, and the angels he weeping*. 

E'er I cease to love her, my Queen, my QuaenI " 

What need was there of any telling why he sang it ; of any 
guessing of the happy, tender, humhly-blesa^d lOok with which 
Margaret, crowned queen of better than a kingdom, would be 
istening? What need of prying — as one may pry with un- 
bidden imagination — into the sacred pause that fell after tiie 
singing ? 

1 took up my little Chapel Prayer Book, that had the mark in 
Bt the Collect for the week and read it over, that I might not 
pry. Aud it was the prayer of the Sunday after the Ascension : 
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the great upburst of gladness that the Only Sou Iiad been exalted 
into the heavens, — Type and Promise of all exaltation, — and 
tlie " beseeching " to " leave us not comfortless ; " but " send to 
us thine Holy Spirit to comfort us, and to exalt us into the same 
place, where He liveth to make intercession for us at the right 
liaud of God for ever and ever." 

At that right hand, where " are pleasures for evei-more." 
Where all is laid up, — for us also, 

I did say to General Eushleigh, an hour after, — "It seems 
strange never to have heard you sing but two or three times in 
all this year ; never reaUg since the hymns on boai'd the Nova 
Zembia, — before I heard your voice to-night? " 

My tone qnestioned him ; and he answered me, — "I think 
singing should be almost sacred-seMom ; song is a higher — and 
ought to be even a truer — utterance than speech." 

How alike these two were, in tlieir most intimate perceptions ! 
Margaret would not sing the Hymii of the Cross, because she 
" had not come to it." 

Paul Eushleigh was singing to her the crown-eong of her life. 

The cross may yet lie upon the pathway of these two ; but, I 
think, whatever it maybe — even to what we call parting, — 
they will take it up together. For not height, nor depth, nor 
any other creatare, can separate, or put them asundoi-, now ! 

That next Sunday was Whitsun Day. Stephen came over 
early, from the Goldthwaites' lodgings in Gower Street, to go to 
church with ua. 

Old St. Pancras was all alive. As we looted from our win- 
dows, after break&st was over, we saw a little throng about the 
gateway. Poor, common people ; people by no means in any- 
tliing like Sunday clothes ; people who looked, some of them, 
as if they had never seen the inside of a church. Women with 
jhawls over their heads ; women with babies on their arms ; un- 
kempt boys ; little children. All hovering and waiting, as for 
something about to happen that touched even their degree, and 
gave them a share in it. Something with a sacredness in it, — 
for they waited at the church gates for it. Something that was 
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to them wliat royalty was to Bessie Swift, — strange and apart, 
yet common and close. 

We asked Bessie what was happening. Cabs were driving 
up, hringing couples and parties of the humblei' class, — not veiy 
many grades ahove these lookors-on, in their every-day perhaps, 
but in this holiday lifted up by some separation and dignity of 
occasion. Just enough higher for the living sympathy to quicken 
aud redeem the curiosity. 

" They are the Whitsun weddings. They are married with- 
out any fee, to-day." 

" Why should n't we go into the church and see ? " said Edith. 

" Certainly you can,'' aatd Miss Bessie. " But you 11 need to 
go at once. It will soon be over." 

So we hurried on hats and gloves, and while cabs and flies 
were still rushing up to the gates, and brides in all degrees of 
bridal adornment, from the white muslin and lace veil to the 
plain pale gray stuff and a simple white ribbon, were flutteringly 
alighting, and bashfully going in, we crossed over, and entered. 

Margaret was on General Rushleigh's arm, and Edith was 
hastening along beside Stephen ; putting oa her second glove as 
she came up. 

" Them 's real quality ! " a woman whispered. And another 
said, " Is n't she a sweet young thing? And she has n't got her 
glove on yet I " 

Emery Ann and I hurried the child forward with us. She 
had not heai-d it, and I was glad ; but I think Stephen did. No ; 
she hadn't got her glove on yet ; she was by no means ready. 
But how long should we keep her unconscious? How long with 
that man's hope wakening np in Stepheu's eyes ? Well, — when 
it comes it will be the Whitsun gift, — the Lord's own Pente- 
cost into her life. And He knows when. 

It was a curious scene. A long row of them, before the 
chancel rail ; a clergyman moving up and down before them, as 
if giving a eom.munion ; saying a part of the service in tuni, to 
each pair. Until at last every response was made, every ring 
put on, and the men with common, working-world faces, and the 
girls, — some of them with something higher touching them with 
Bweet solemnity, — some with only the ordinary brief importance 
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of their bridehoocl, — eame down the aisle. So many new life- 
beginnings made together in the world, this Whitsun Day morn- 
ing. I wondered if they thought there would be special bless- 
ing with the day, or whether it was mostly with them the 
opportunity o( matriragnj as a free gift. 

"I should hate to be married in scraps, like that," said Emery 
Ann. " It don't seem as if it would hardly hold together." 

"My dear Miss Emery Ann," said Genera! Rushleigh, " we 
are all married — we all live — we all die — in scraps. Noth- 
ing comes all at once to us, any more than rain comes solid." 

" That's so," said Emery Ann. His " any more" was after 
her own heart " And I suppose, finally," she added, " that that 
was the way that the Lord always fed the multitudes, and always 
will. He won't finish up anybody altogether separate. It 's tho 
best way, after all, forzino. More like living. But I don'l 
think it 's much consequence to me, partidilarly," 

We went home and finished our street dresa a little, and then 
we all went to service at Saint Paul's. I liked seeing the grand 
old Cathedral in the service time ; sitting quietly with the con- 
gregation, instead of wandering about, merely looMng. Taking 
into my thought its greatness, like the greatness of the thought 
of worship for which it was built. But we were left quite to 
our own individual visitings and impressioaa. Not a word could 
we, where we sat, receive, of the prayers or the discourse ut- 
tered. A solemn continuity of sound, — of leading and re- 
sponse, — and then of the preaching, — accompanied like a re- 
minding undertone, the current of our thinking ; that was all. 

After Innch, we drove out to Lady Christian's. We knew 
what her Sundays were, and that we should break neither our 
own keeping of it nor hers. 

We found her witli all the children, and some friends, in the 
garden. We had afternoon tea with them, and shared their 
lovely little private twilight service. We made appointment to 
go nest day with them to the Dor4 Gallery, and to see Holman 
Hunt's " Shadow of the Cross." 

They gave us cordial welcome ; but there was something in it 
that was less like a beginning again than a keeping on. It was 
as if wo found our place still wai-m ; not warmed up in a hurry 
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There was not mudi need of telling news. The new rela- 
tion between Margaret and Paul Eushleigh told itself. Mr. 
Truesdaile shook a liand of each together as we came away, 
with eyes that were full of a glad blessing ; and Lady Christiaj^ 
kissed Margaret's forehead. 

And Lady Christiau, following Mrs. Regis with a look she 
tad never had for her a year ago, said to me, lingering last 
upon the threshold, — "I think an angel has come down there, 
and troubled the waters, to some life that had never stirred 
them before." 

" Every earth," I answered her, " waits with the darkness 
upon its deep, until the spirit of the heavens passes upon it. 
Then there ia light, and all manner of new life, that it was full 
of, but did not know." 



. We went into a picture world again. We stood before 
a painting, — the Dream of Pilate's Wife. Nothing 
engraved from Dor^ ever showed me his power, or gave ao 
much meaning with it, as these visions in color. The revealing 
light is the wonder of all his work. His angels shine out as 
they must have been " suddenly with " the shepherds, that night 
when the " glory of the Lord shone round about them " on the 
hills outside of Bethlehem. 

I have been sore wearied, distasted I thought, with the con- 
tortions, the writhing, the serpen t-s warmings, the hints of evil 
shapes wriggling into life; the confusions, the horrors, the 
massing of agonies and physical destructions, — in his pictui-ea 
from the Bible. But it is always this wonderful flash of dis- 
closure, — the blazing out of the light that is., showing suddenly 
»11 that is, as it is, in it. I think the key to all he does is a 
.igbtning touch, quickening whole atmospheres to a laying open 
■of ferfchest secrets; the dimmest, most remote, made clear and 
present as in a kind of Judgment Day. It is a strong shining 
npon some single leaf of the books that shall all be opened under 
an infinite, intolerable radiance, at the last. 

Down the broad marble stair-way, in the picture, — from the 
splendid room above, where the draperies of a luxni-ious conch 
lie tumbled in the distiint intense illumination, — comes the 
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Wife of Pilate, waliiing as in sleep. Above and beside her, 
with high, white, deep-drooping wings, hangs a great angei, 
impelling and accompanying her ; the gloi'y aU about him ; the 
woman-flgure, in its loose robes, and all the pathway down- 
wai'd, vivid in the streaming brightness; the slow step in which 
you feel the mysterious enforcing, — the troubled trance of the 
face, — the still sti-aightness of the form and the falling gar- 
ments, — all the grouping and detail of this left side of the 
painting full of th*^ awe, the supernaturalneas, the possession. 

Down below, in a vast outspread, the main representation ; 
of what possessed her, — what she saw. 

The Life — that she knew of; that had been these three 
years known in the world ; its work, its history. The fore- 
ground fall of it, in faces, groups, actions. In the midst, be- 
yond, the present awful Moment, The seething, riotous multi- 
tude ; the central Figure ; the Eoman offlcei-s ; Pilate, the 
Governor; the demand, the hesitation, the showing of the 
Man ; almost the cry, Crucify Him I Crucify Him ! Far oif, 
the path to Calvaiy ; the Hill, the Cross. 

There was so much, so crowded, that one could not disentan- 
gle and interpret instantly. The meaning came upon me only 
in a whole, at first; and afterwards I found it difficult to be sure 
just what I recollected in the particulars. I may fill it up and 
connect, somewhat, after my own understanding. But the un- 
derstanding was certain to me. It was a great impression, 
though I strive in the recalling of details as one strives to de- 
fine to one's self the eluding features of a fiice out of which an 
i.nforgetable look has shone. 

We went from this to the picture of the Exhibition, — the 
Christ descending from the PrEetorium, — as from a fitting 
prelude — the preluding fact. 

The two descents ; the coming down, in her restless dream, 
of the vision-haunted woman ; the coming down from the smaO, 
blind, human condemnation, of " Him that condemneth ! " 

The Judge of all the earth, passing forth, in the midst of 
petty mockeries, from the judgment hall of Pontius Pilate, 
bowing his might to a mortal anguish, — " suffering it," as ha 
oad suffered the baptism of John, " to be so now 1 " 
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" I have power to lay it down, and I have power to take it 
again," That was in the whole meek majesty of the sublime, 
calm Figure, moving full toward yon as you sat and looked, 
along that stwrcase that makes the midst and front of the great 
representatipn ; at whose base seethes the persecuting crowd; 
from whose last step He will deliver Himself up into their 
grasp ; between which and the Mountain of the Skull, lies the 
terrible pathway, — the crowd, the jeers, the feinting, the weep- 
ing of the disciples, the wailing of the women of Jerusalem. 

He comes down alone ; they touch Him not. 

" No man taketh it from me. I lay it down of myself" 

You feel that He might even now " pass through tlie midst of 
them and go hb way." You have seen the mighty angel-shape 
that drove the terrified wife of tiie governor down from her 
troubled sleep to send Pilate warning. Are there not more 
than twelve legions of angels waiting for his woi-d? But " He 
openeth not his mouth ! " 

Perhaps it was a pity that we went from this to see the pict- 
ure of the Shadow. 

I could not like that picture. I could not find the Christ in 
it. I do not think the Lord ever foreshadowed his Passion by 
any such weary, listless outflinging of those arms, tired with 
carpenter's work 1 He never tired of his building ; He the 
Son of the Builder! He never prefigured his suffering so ! 

If I could paint a picture, and dared to try to paint that, I 
would make Him as He stood with loving anus outstretched 
over Jerusalem ; a divine Pace bending, yearning above it ; 
forward, at the feet, — the way they were set to go, — the 
Shadow. And even that shadow should have tenderness, will- 
ingness, saving in it. The Shadow under which men shall hide, 
and trust, and abide, and rejoice ; the Wings that are spread out 
for his people and his redeemed forever! 

.... The Exhibition was open again, and of course we 
went tliere. And of course, from among the innumerable things 
to see, the many delights of the hour, only a confused remem- 
brance comes away and remains, as always does to tliem who 
try, as Emery Ann says, to pick up beans by the bushel. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



304 SIGHTS AND IHSIGHTS. 

1 never have stopped to write down things at the very fimi!. 
I have been so wholly determined to write out only what out- 
lived, — after the test of weeks or months. And sometimes i 
have been almost sorry, as I have turned back and tried to 
graap again, precisely, for you, the things that gave me ever so 
definite and full result, in thought and apprehension. The little 
points of fact escape me ; so that I find I hardly dare describe 
minutely that which seems to me must have been, but which I 
cannot r[uite see over again. I often turn to Emery Ann, and 
ask of her more literal memory, what I find I need. And 
Bometimea she sets up the very type again, — or rather produces 
it stereotyped, — and prints it over for me. And sometimes 
she says, — "Don't ask me! There ain't any ' M ' before my 
name, yon know." 

" But indeed tfiere is," I tell her. " A very capital ' M,' 



" That 'a all the satisfaction there is about it," abc replies. 
"It's clear there, or it's clear gone. I remember distinctly, 
and I forget distinctly I But it's moat generally forgetting." 

"WritJng this, on the home voyage, I recollect two pictures 
there, that hung near each other. 

Everybody recollects the one ; the inatantly-iamous " Calling 
of the Roil," by a girl-artist, — her iirst eshibited picture. 
About which, day by day, pressed a packed throng ; slowly 
moving, by individuals, past the painting ; never moving, as a 
totality, from that corner of the second gallery, near the door 
into the Long Room ; where policemen managed the approach 
and the departure, and kept people from monopolizing too long 
as they paused in turn at front. If yoa wanted a second look, 
you had to go around the outskirt of the crowd, full into line 
and trickle slowly thiough with the mass again, like a sandgrain 
through A funnel 

It was wonderful, in its clearness; its individuality; its 
varied and intense and soul-touching expression ; its technical 
skill , lis maivelous correctness of figure and detail. Thoy say 
jt was 1 he irt inspiration ; that she had a brother in the Cri- 
mean war. It goes to the hearts, inevitably, of thousands of 
the English people. 
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But over against iSj at right angles, hangs another picture, 
large, centi-al, in the end of the galleij. There is no ci'owrt 
beneath that ; there is no wonder, and no rush. I stopped out- 
side the throng, and looked up at it; and I thought, — " That 
is a death-roll; a battle-renter; — that is the way men look 
after their mortal strivings; — this is the way the world's Peace 
came down upon it ; this is the beginning of the reading of the 
Lamb's Book of Life ; the calling over of tlie great compas- 
sions of the Highest" And the one overbore, and blotted out 
in light, the otJier. 

In the Catalogue, it says — " The Healing Mercies of Christ," 
.... for the Chapel of St. Thomas's Hospital. — " Unto you 
that fear My Name shall the Sun of Eighteousaess arise, with 
healing in his wiugs." — " Go and show John again those 
things which you do hear and see : the blind receive their sight, 
and the Same walk, the lepers are cleansed, and the deaf hear, 
the dead are raised up, and the poor have the Gospel preached 

And the Lord stands among tbem, and they gather round his 
feet, and reach out to touch his garments ; the women bring 
their sick and their dead ; the lame and the leper struggle to- 
ward Him ; the blind grope to the sound of his voice ; the blank 
face of the deaf is lifted to the speaking of his fiice. And bis 
hands are held out to them aU ; His eyes shine down upon 
them, full of mercy ; strength flows forth from Him and enters 
into them ; and all around Him, they are rising up, they are 
seeing, hearing, living ; glorifying the Father, and believing in 
the Son, 

It is God's Roll Call over the battle iield of the human. Yes ; 
it is his last judgment; his restoration that shall be. This, 
and not the fearfiil work of Michael Angelo in the Chapel of 
the Vatican. 

I do not care how great the picture may he as mere art. It 
is written only, modestly, against the title in the catalogue, — 
"This picture was tmdertaken" — at the request, and for the 
^ift of Sir William Tite to St. Thomas's Hospital. But the 
thought of it glows through the color on the canvas, and trana- 
flgures it. The meaning makes you forget the means. And the 
Gospel in it is greater than Michael Angelo's. 

VOL, II. 20 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

OVER MERRIE ENGLAND. 



.... Down into the rich-breathiEg, blossomy country ! 

We had hod nothiug like this before, for a whole year. We 
had had mountains and sunny valleys ; wild, splendid Alps and 
Apennines ; dreamy lakes i forests, vineyai'da, rushing river 
courses ; country scenery around Florence, Eome, Paris, where 
the whole country is elegant pleasure-ground, or just greenly 
beautiful by not being city, or some soft, blank waste, as the dim- 
stretehing Campagna; but country like this, — all alive, and 
aburst, and teeming ; triumphant with fullness, sweetly still with 
very surcharge of utmost vitality and perfect utilization, — this, 
I think, is nowhere hut in England, and in June, as we saw it, 
— plunged ourselves deep into its delight, — steaming down 
along the rail through beautiful Osfordahire and Warwickshire ; 
landing in delicious old Warwick itself; riding np from the sta- 
tion, past where the Castle walls stretch along by the river in 
stately extent and lift ap tall turrets and wide battlements from 
the woods against the sky, like the outshowing ramparts of a 
city, — through the quaint gateway arched under the tower of 
an old, old, church, — past the esplanade of Leicester's Hos- 
pital, whose wall slopes up beside the roadway, evening the 
grade of the hill for its upper level, whereon stands tlie row of 
charming houses with their pointed gables, — their projecting 
storys over columned porches, or just overhanging the pave- 
ment, — their tail, picturesque chimneys, their latticed case- 
wents, and their open doors along the terrace, shaded with its 
row of trees within the rail ; where the old pensioners sit in 
Jicir chairs, or walk up and down, enjoying the balm of the 
ttir and the serene content of tieir safe shelter and provid- 
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itig ; — by and beside all this, to the quiet street right under the 
shadow of St. Mary's Church, and into the sound of the pleas- 
ant, ancient chimes. 

" How much time I used to think, as I lay and listened to 
tlie hells of a moinm^ 'inging out the separate bits, "they 
must have had in the old diys that they could stop to count aJi 
through in this feshion ' "WTiat slow leisure it is a sign of; 
what long minutes mea uied by long ways of doing ! " First, 
the quarters, deliberately signaled ; theu fbe strokes, with a 
pause after each till the echo has died out ; then, the chime, six 
times repeated for six o clock, — twelve times for twelve; the 
whole melody of two strains, of " Bluebells of Scotland," or 
" Over the waiter to Charlie ! " "We should have got there and 
back, and brought Charlie with us, ~ or all the blue bonnets 
would have been over the hoi-der, in tiiese days, wkile they were 
ringing to tell of it ! 

But it is delightful to one's conscience to lie and listen it all 
through, before one must fairly acknowledge that it is, truly and 
wholly, seven o'clock, and time to get up. 

"We had fluttered into a nice old Marten-bos, here in the hOl 
street that runs np to the church, — Church Street they call it, 
and it runs from the Main, or High, with its quiet, nice shops ; 
— do you wonder we felt ourselves more like happy, migrant 
birds than ever ? 

They keep a shop, the Martens ; and they let lodgings above 
it, in a long range of rooms that overlooks the garden, with its 
brief, but pretty vista, its boxed edges and pebbled paths, its 
shelis set up in heaps at the comers, and its little summer-house 
Bhady at the farther end. 

Our lady-party was all accommodated here ; the gentlemen 
went, with the Goldthwaites, to the hotel. 

It made little difference where we lodged, however ; we were 
together in continual, most charming excursions, all those long, 
eummer days, every one of which dawned more perfect than 
yesterday, and set in rosy and golden promise of a yet fairer to- 
morrow. Such days as they were to remember England by, — 
to mark for us our last of Europe, putting the greenest leaf in 
at the closing page ! 
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E\ ery morning two baskets, packed in the shop lielow, — a 
pastry shop it was ; evei'y morning two carriages at the door, 
with nice, old drivers, full of the respectahility of their estab- 
lished years, full of pride of their Castle and the shows of their 
old town ; full of deference that touched its hat continually, and 
behaved in a general manner as if we were earls and countesses 
fcotn somewhere, where we had Castles and Guy's Towers, and 
Porridge Pots of our own, — and so we have, haven't we? 
Every morning a fresh plan that would take all the lovely day ; 
every day a large piece of unspeadahle delight in the anticipa- 
tion, an uuspent ti-easure of invested joy, to last us in dividends 
of TBemory years and years ! 



.... One day to Swatibrd. like the Tower of Pisa, a 
threadbare name ; like that, when we had seen it, a name made 
into a reality that never could be threadbare any more ; that 
could not join itself to the threadbare tiling we had got misera- 
bly into our heads beforehand. 

The lovely drive upon the Avon side ; the green glades of 
Charlecote, down which we peered as we i-ounded by the old 
stone gates ; the old chm'ch, standing in almost as deep a giade, 
at the back of its long yard, thick shadowed by great trees, 
with its wide flagged walk beneath them, up and down which so 
many generations have passed, wearing the stones into thin, 
smooth hollovfs; the open, sunny town, with its real English 
High Street, — lined with clieerful shops, but quiet as a Sunday; 
the House itself, level with the pavement, its low rooms leading 
off directly from it, and its worn, clumsy stair-way winding up 
to the one where the Poet was born. The low-browed opening 
into the other chamber, through which you see upon the oppo- 
site wall, a picture that startles you with the familiar lineaments, 
— the high sweep of the brow, the deep glory of the eyes, the 
fine, tender, laughing cui-ves of the mouth, the wavy-flowing 
hair and the shapely- trimmed beard, — looking forth upon you, 
the only abiding presence here within the swept and garnished 
walls that once saw common life enough, but are set apart now, 
a shriae for the world's pilgrims. A presence that seems to fill 
»ud make to-day of the vacancy and the long nismory. 
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Two old-fasliioned little ladies sliow jou about, and tell you 
Bverything. They make you feel, oq their part, as if thoy were 
gossips of the household ; — as if they had been by when the 
baby di'ew his first breath here where they tell you of it ; and 
had taken caudle-cup with Mrs. John, who made a far greater 
day in the world than she dreamed of; as if they had dropped 
in and out, neighborly, while the boy was a grammai'-achool boy 
of the town, comiug home for his holiday times ; aa if they had 
known all about his love-scrapes and his poach! ug-scf apes, and 
shaken heads in sympathetic counsel with the wortliy gloyer and 
his wife after the escapades at Charlecote ; and cow, after what 
time yon forget to reckon, had helped off the last burying or 
removal, and stayed by a while to recount in the straitly-tidied 
rooms, to whatever friendly comers, the stories of how it had 
all been, and the particular end it came to. You go out of the 
low door-way under the beetling timbers, into the warm street 
again, as if you had come out from the sixteen-handreds, and 
hardly yet could find your place in the present chronology. 

You do not find it while you stay in the quaint place, so slow 
of changes ; as yon drive by its inn-yards and over the Avon 
Bridge, where the river and the meadows look like the stream 
and meadows of a poem ; aa you go on through the lanes to 
Shottery, and stop at the old farm-cote and get admittance to 
that other yet more ancient-seeming hearthside, where the big 
oak settle stands, and they tell you William and Anne sat to- 
gether. As you drink a cup of water from the Hathaway well, 
brought up by the old sweep and bucket, and receive some pinks 
and lad's love from what they still call Anue's garden. 

And then jou go back, — I mean we did, — through the 
town to the old church again, and read the names there in 
tlie chancel, and make sure that they were dead and buried long 
ago ; and sit in the carriage outside the church-yard wall, under 
the trees, and eat your cakes and sandwiches, and afterward go 
rolling deliciously through the fragrant hedgerowed highways 
and by-ways back to yonr Warwick lodgings, and hear St. 
Mary's chime out six Bluebells or six Charlies, and find ycur- 
selves hungry for the muffins and strawberries and tea, in ',he 
lark wainscoted little garden parlor. 



HcsledbyGoOgle 



SIGHTS AKD INSIGHTS. 



.... One day around to Stoneleigh Abbey and back in tlma 
for "Warwick Castle. 

Away off, in a country road, among the farms and hilb, we 
Btopped before atone gateways. A woman came ont from a 
pretty lodge standing in an ample shaded space among niiignlfi- 
cent trees, and opened to ns, — courtsoying to our acknowledg- 
ment as we passed through. 

We entered a woodland avenue, tliat stretched into distances 
of beautiful shadow, — emerged to cross wide sunniness of 
open turf, — wound gently down into large dips and hollows, — 
climbed easily long, gradual swells. From ibis road we looked 
forth everywhere upon expanses of unsurpassable beauty ; pretty 
copses, — pretty open ; — groups of trees, multiplied into scat- 
tered forest ; their majestic, graceful lines of trunk sweeping up- 
ward clean and perfect from the clean, unblemished swai-d ; 
soft spreads and slopes of grass land, smooth as any bit of 
daintily dressed lawn ; vista after vista widening to us gra- 
ciously, and sweetly dosing in ; all these reaching to and gath- 
ered under an horizon of their own, — a sea of beauty. No 
bound or margin anywhere ; no highway visible, no village 
roofe; no sound breaking upon the summer music of the soft 
wind in the leaves ; a separate world of exquisite seclusion. 

Stephert drew a long breath. "I thought we had got in," 
said he. " But it seems rather to be oat ! la there any end — 
or even any middle to it? " 

An end came that was but a fresh beginning. Another gate, 
■ — another lodge ; children running out to open: another park, 
through which still swept the beautiful roadway ; deer feeding 
and roaming away off under the shades, lovely in their tender 
lawn and spotted coats ; still only the horizon, apparently, for 
tound. At last a fair white building, standing in a smooth, clear 
extense of lawn ; a gateway, aside at the left, opened once more 
to ua ; and we stopped under grand old trees, between which we 
looked through, along the abbey-ik^ade ; many windowed, 
beautifully pilastered; — a long, rectangular pile, balustraded 
evenly around its rools, low-chimneyed ; a peiiect bask of sun- 
shine lying over it ; set on its even, broad foundation and lifting 
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op its placid architecture with a very conjfort of absolute repose j 
a imih of luxurious beatitude, 
. And this was oue of the noble homes of England, 

Emery Ann counted the windows, " Fifteen in a row, and 
three rows," she s^d ; " forty-five fi'ont windows! And twelve 
in the end. That it a house to keep ! " 

" Lord Leigh's daughter was married just a little while siuce ; 
it was a great wedding ! " said our driver, with the iavariabla 
touch of his hat. " The iamily is not here at the present." 

Margaret and General Eushleigh had alighted ; so had Ste- 
phen and Edith and the Goldthwaites, They walked in through 
(he side shrubberies, to the front of the mansion ; when they 
came back, they stood about the carriages, while the horses rested. 

" It is wonderful how the little island holds out, is n't it ? " 
said Stephen. 

" Holds out, — how ? " asked Edith. 

" To help round ; in such slices as this." 

" Ah, but it doesn't help round, you see ! " said Margaret. 

" No. We don't see. We can't see anything here but the 
Stoneleigh estate. We don't know where the rest of England 
is. And there are scores of estates after the same fiishion. I 
say it 's wonderful how the island holds out." 

"It seems to me it is beautiful for everybody," said Edith, as 
she had done last year, " I think I'd rather be poor in Eng- 
land, — in the country, I mean, — than anywhere." 

" It 's very well for these nice ferm counties, and for those 
who get work and live on the great estates," said Stephen ; 
" but you have n't seen the mills, and tho mines ! and you don't 
think how the poor get hustled out of the way in heaps in cities, 
to keep room for country like this ! " 

" So they do at home," said Margaret. " Partly because they 
will hustle, instead of taking country and working it up. But 
it is beautiful to see it worked up. If it only could be done so 
that everybody should have the pleasure of it. I think the 
whole earth ought to be made clean and beautiful, and every 
inch fit for people to be as blessed as this in ! " said the g^l, en- 
thusiastically, her face lighting with the thought of the " new 
earth " that can only be as the heavens come new into it 
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" When men all work for nian, it will be," said Paul Eush- 
leigli. " When there is one pleasure in all doing, and all delight 
in every Laving." 

" Tes," said Harry Goldthwaite, — " When instead of ' every 
man for himself' — it 's ' every man for every ot/ier — ■ and God 
for us all ! ' In the mean while, as Barbie will tell you, we must 
all make hoi-aeshoea," 

"The world's a smithy," said Barbara Goldthwaite, standing 
in the glad sunlight with Kosehad by the hand. " We may 
hammer in silver and gold if we can ; there 's no harm in that, 
— only iron is stronger ; but we must make horseshoes ! " 

" What do you mean by your horseshoes ? " asked Emory 

" Something, perhaps, like what the freemason means by his 
square and his compass. It 'a a sign : it 's the shape of a mag- 
net. A thing whose two ends come around toward ea«h other : 
and make one power out of opposites. Power that could lift the 
world up if it waa-made big enough, and anybody could hold it 
over the world that was stioag enough ' 

Somebody does. Somebody who wants all hia hum in parti- 
cles to make his mj^net with, foi the lifting Some One who 
held his hand out once orei a sea, and drew together the 
creatures in it for his followers to githor m gieat multitude , 
and who bade them leive then nets upon the shore and come 
away with him to the gatheung of men 

" We have got to be iii the hoiseshoes I guess, said Emciy 
Ann, and touched the se ret apruig of the mattpi, and the un 
spoken perception that w is with us ill 

On again, — not back ; more gates, more park ; multitudes of 
deer; as long a drive, I think, almost, as we had on entering; 
ont, at length, — quite at another part of the counti-y -side, — 
upon a shady road, along which we drove ever so far, still under 
the Stoneleigh walls; then round, returning by Guy's Cliff and 
MiU, that we did not have time to stop for, only to glance in at ; 
the beautiful old house up at the end of its superb avenue of 
beeches, opening iiway from the high-road, behind its low, even 
line of stone wall ; and the mill, in its heavy sequestered shade 
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deep down by tlie river. Then home to a luncheon -diniier,- 
and the long, late summer afternoon for the Castle. 



.... Mrs. Marten told us she had a friend who was house- 
maid at the Castlo, and showed over visitors. She told ua we 
might use her name. But we didn't. We went in the most 
unpretending manner, as mere strangers ; asking only ordinary 
public favor. 

Indeed, it wtts not the rooms of present occupancy, nor even 
the picture-gallery, nor any of the small inside part that visitors 
ai-e shown through, that made the charm of Warwick to us. It 
began as we walked up the long atone slope of the approach, 
cut through the solid rock, whose dark iaces are mantled with 
richest ivy, to the huge harbican, its archway opening beneath 
and between two towers, — "gloriously grim," Barbara j-aid, — 
through to the m^n gateway of the double wall ; whose thick- 
ness gives space for the square chamber on the left, where wo 
saw the arms of Guy of Warwick, the gigantic Earl ; his lance, 
his staff, the pieces of his mail ; most notably of all, the huge 
iron basin that they call his Porridge-Pot, that holds a hundred- 
and-something gallons, and in which, to thb day, punch is 
brewed on tlie coming of age of the eldest sons. 

Afterward, in a long, open greenhouse beyond the shrubbery 
and pleasure gardens, they showed us the famous Warwick 
Vase, of sculptured marble, vast ia size also, and of curious an- 
dque beauty, that was dug up at Tivoli. But with all its un- 
known and Jroite»i-ojf antiquity, it could not interest us as Guy's 
Poiridge-Pot did. When we explained about it to Emery Ann, 
she said, — 

" Don't tell me of d«g-up things. I like that old iron bowl 
that has stayed up." 

. That was precisely the difference ag^n, that I had felt be- 
fore ; between things of the altogether Past, and those that 
have had live association, — that have been warm with human 
touches, — all the way down. 

But we had not got in. I must step back for you. I must 
come in with yon through that second gateway, and say. Look 
rouiid you, Eoae ! Look at tliat lovely sweep, — that great 
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circle of lawn and shrubbery, witli the little daisies thick upon 
the turf, — -shut in behind these long, embattled foi'ti-ess walla 
and their huge turrets. See how the Castle-dwelling reaches 
away beside you at the left, from " C^sar'a Tower " that guards 
the lower front, with pleasant, spacious rooms looking from low, 
ample wiadows out upon the grass and flowers, contrasting their 
safe, cheei'fu] homelikeness with the stem, loop-holed defenses 
of the ancient time. Battlemented, — their long roofs ; in 
keeping with the rest; and on the river side reaching deep, 
solid walls down to the water that washes past their rock foun- 
dation ; but this way, with theii' sunny aspect, and their drapery 
of vines, and their pleasant door-ways leading forth into the feir 
giii'den couit, hardly minding you of the dark rock avenue, and 
the disused moat, and the arch where the old draw-bridge was, 
and the frowning lowers. 

You look back and you see them reaching around you, their 
sides thick-gi-own with ivy, the great trees lifting their nodding 
topmost boughs above the ramparts, and you feel yourself, — I, 
that is, taking you in with me, — as you have done many a 
time in this old-world hemisphere, inside a dream. — Think 
what it is to live here, Eose ! To come out from these pleasant 
door-ways into the June morning sunlight, and walk among your 
roses, and look np at these dusky outworks built live and seven 
hundred years ago ; rebuilt, then, in the place of what stood 
here, first, three centuries longer ago than any stone was here 
that now remjuns I I suppose yoa would think it soraething to 
be descended fi-om old Earl Gruy ! 

I turned round and said something like that to Emery Ann. 

" Well, I don't know," she answered me. " I was thinking. 
I don't know whether I should feel most like Metliusalah or a 
day-fly. Most as if I 'd got somethiug, or was only put in a row 
of people to pass something along. You see, the Earl of War- 
wick^' she pronounced both Ws carefully, — "if you count all 
Uie way back, without minding stops and new beginnings, — 
might be, according to what they tell, eight hundred years old. 
But Guy, and John and George, — they just take turns standing 
jndor the name of it for a while, and then they 're done with. 
And the porridge-pot is brewed up for George, before it 's fairly 
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oold after John. — Of course we 're all like that, one ivay and 
another ; but I think I should feel, it more if I was somewhere 
in the middle of one long name, than as if I was just Emery 
Ann Tudor, that never was before and isn't expected to be ever 
just so again." 

You laugh at that — don't you? and you keep on with us, 
then, following the others, through the shrubbery, into the far- 
ther pleas ure-giounds , where p:trk and garden open out about 
>ou, a? ihey did at Stoneleigh; where you wonder what has 
become of the town, ind where the rest of England is. You 
ftea the tree thit Queen Victoria planted, and tiie place beside 
it where auothpi his, which the old servitor — "here, forty 
jeiis,* lie says,- — tells you with reverent, significant pathos, 
" Pnnee Albert planted ; but it died." 

Last of all you go up the long stair-ways through Guy's 
Tower ; yon step forth of a corner loop-hole, upon the parapet, 
and sit down there and rest, looking over into the green, warm, 
ivied court-yard, and off beyond it to the meadows and the 
river ; yon regntei', and climb on io the very top (if you like ; 
we did n't, all of us, but took the top on tlie fresh hearsay 
of the young ones), where the guide tells you to look away 
and see Edge-hill, and where the Avon rises ; (Barbai-a told 
me he said it "took its horridgin ; " but neither she nor I be- 
lieved that of the Avon!) You read the prisoner's names 
carven in the guard-room, in the old war-times ; you come down 
upon tlie parapet again ; and you see the light is slanting from 
the west, and you all feel tired, and some one says to you, 
" Kenilworth to-morrow ! " And so you all go away under the 
barbican agmn, and over the dry moat, and down the channeled 
causeway in the rock, and into Warwick Street again ; and 
never in all your life, most likely, wiU you see old Warwick 
(Jaatle any more. 

Though, if over I do cross the great water again, Rose, it will 
be to put all my holiday into one delicious summer in this old, 
beautiful, time-perfected mother-land, and try to see this over, 
and the rest of it. 

Mrs. Regis and Margaret and Paul had had their own day I 
guessed, inside the day we had all iiad together. In the long, de- 
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licioua morning drive, — in tbe beauty of Stonelt-igh, — out here 
in tliese great pleasure-grounds among tbe young plantations, 
whci'o they walked slowly, al! together, a iittle apart; when 
aiterwai'd Paul and Mrs. Regis sat upon a gai'den-beuch be- 
neatli the shrubbery, while Margaret climbed the tower wit!i 
the other young people, and I sat oa the parapet, at the half 
height. Margaret is not a girl who cannot take her happiness, 
«id walk away with it sometimes, among other people ; and 
Paul Eushleigh knows truly how to be both frieud and lover. 

I looked down over the old battlements, and saw the two ait- 
ting there facing the long, southward-looking range of the splen- 
did, sunny- cheei-fnl habited building of the Castle, — still under 
process of restoration from the fire-ravages of a dozen years 
since, but showing no incompleteness to the observation ; — and 
X fancied something of what theiv pleasant talk might be, sug- 
gested by this princely home, that is after all, at the heart of it, 
home, and can be nothing better or more. 

I think Bothing that they thi'ee, especially, — perhaps nothing 
that any of us, — saw in those enchanted days, bat bori-owedits 
enchantment and translated it to them — and us, — by our sim- 
ple human appropriation of what in it might gather just as 
really round our own centres of living, though in smaller and 
less grand circumference. What spreads, truly, from those cen- 
tres, in every possible dream and hope, tliat widens our borders 
out from mere bare fact, into some beautiful growth, some future 
fulfilling. Is n't it a common phrase that Wg "build castles?" 
And we all build them up from our own little, actual founda- 
tions. And who knows how far we do build, what we come to 
live in by certain, slow degrees ? We are building when we are 
taking in, as we were taking in to-day. Life is fuller and 
sweeter, from that point on, for every fullness and sweetness 
that we take knowledge of. And to him that hath, cannot help 
being given, from everything, 

Genei-al RnsUeigh, I know, did much of his home castle- 
building with Mi-s. Regis. Her grace of taste and appreciation, 
— her at-homeness in all ideas and appliances for beautiful, hav- 
moniously-ari-anged living, — her delight in his reference to her, 
— her wealth of elder experience and large acquaintance with 
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the world of gentle ways and elegant means, — from which she 
drew continual suggestions for him and Margaret, adaptable to 
quiet scales and orderinga of things, but full of charaiing hints 
of the more iu the doing of the little, — made her a real archi- 
tect in the ideal for them. Her instinct for comfort is surely 
an inherent law of harmony in her nature; for bringing those 
things together that should be " atrong-togetlier," in the literal 
meaning of the word. And so she puts back ftom herself with 
that strong-together impulse of the rest of her against a weak- 
ness or a discord, all that would have jarred, or broken, and could 
never have done anythino- else' she will not bo conscious, — she 
is a woman of p w h to will h t, — of anything that 

could not have full lif in 1 d mi I ted lelatioii. It has 

not been done in mmt, — th t hee» without suffer- 

ing ; but I belie 1 w 11 to herself, now, that 

which she has d Sh M t mother ; she is Paul 

Eushleigh's friend L f L fir than it ever was be- 

fore. She is iarg gh t b p bl f her life. 

She told me, afte w d, th g th t th y had talked about to- 
il^. 
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OHAPTEE XXXVir. 
KGNILWOETH IVTRS. 



.... For tha; third day, we sat, for liours, in the aame 
sweet sunlight, in thp breathing pleasure of the same rich sum- 
mer air, upon the slopes and under the old siluit walls of Kenil- 
worth. 

Up the hill, over swells of quitt [OsturL from the ivied walls 
whose gateway let us in fiom the high roa,l we walked, — as we 
might have walkel over any lemoto st 11 biowsing-fielda, in a 
dreamy country-side whete the dumb creatures and [he beauti- 
ful morning had the world to themsehes — to where, scattered 
brokenly along the crown he the lovely desohte walls, and rise 
up the tall-wiEdowed towers thit crumble into the fur at their 
tops with such vision-like softness, — of Robert Dudley's pa!a«e. 

We climbed the turret stair-ways to the galleries open to the 
sky ; we looked down info tbe spaces of great, vanished pleas- 
ure halls, and fancied at what window it had been that Walter 
Raleigh wrote hia couplet, and the Queen finished it with hers ; 
we peeped from narrow Gothic arches, that had been bower-case- 
ments, into the large, old " pleasaunce," run to a green wild- 
nesa, now, of turf and shrub and tangJed vine, among whicji lie 
blocks and fragments of the wide ruin ; where once, we said to 
each other, — in her unpermitted, surreptitious stay, in the days 
of the gi-eat feasting,: — poor Counfess Amy ventured forth, and 
met Elizabeth, — woman-rival and royal enemy; — we passed 
along high platforms that were parts of old stone floors, and that 
looked off now, unwalled, upon the pleasant country-stretch; we 
gazed curiously through the shattered openings of towers tJiat 
tould not be ascended ; we found our way forth and down, by 
different windings, and met each other, unexpectedly, beneatb 
the heavy, many-angled walls ; we crept into vault-like passages 
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and chambers ; we rested, at last, upon shaded seats, and opened 
our baskets, and ate our lunch there, hardly knowing what most 
made our pleasure, the old, stately, exquisite ruin and its ro- 
mance, or the present glory of this most beautiful to-day. 

In a cool turret corner of the front wall, looking down the 
sunny slope, Mrs. Kegis and I sat together a long while, and 
fell into a talk. 

" I thought," I said, " that England was foggy, and that Lon- 
don was aO smoke. But what weeks we have had here ! And 
how near home it makes us feel I " 

" Home is more a feeling with me than a locality," said Mrs. 
Regis. " I have lived such a wandering, unanehored life- With 
Colonel Regis, it was almost always army-quarters ; and since, 
— I have changed about Oae gets a habit of restlessness. 
And I never cared to set up a mere 'place.' — But it is curious 
how the home-feeling always comes with pleasantness." 

"That is just what I had been saying to myself yesterday 
Stoneleigh Abbey and Warwick Castle did nothing so much for 
me as carry me hack to Old Farm." 

" They carried us to the home that is to be," said Mrs. Regis. 
" Paul is full of plans. And they will have it that I shall try 
that old mother-in-law experiment over again ! Tliat I have 
always said I never would try ! " 

She looked at me as if she would see whether I really 
thought that it would do. 

" I think you are already a part of it," I said. " They can 
never detach you from their story. It has grown with and ahout 
you. You belong to it. It is life-relation, not law." 

" Thank you, Patience." She had never called me hy my 
simple name before. 

'■ They are to live at Lakeside," she went on. " The country- 
place that was Mr. Eushloigh's. It has been let for years ; ever 
iince his death. The Kiimicutt Mills, you know, are Rushleigh 
property. They were burned down, once; since they were re- 
built, thpy have been under the management of an overseer, 
Paul means to take it himseifi now. The time is just expiiing 
in which, hy the will, the business was to be carried on for the 
beiieiit of the widow ; now, he is either to take it, or it will bn 
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sold, lie hegan thei'e, loDg ago; but then the fire came, and 
the war, and — other things; and his plans were broken up. 
He says that his woi-k and himself fit together again, as he had 
not thought they ever would. And so — -you see we are ail 
castle-buOding. The home is beginning to gi-ow, already." 

" You will all carry into it every lovely thing this year — all 
years — have given to you 1 " I exclaimed, wai'm with admiring 
sympathy, and sharing pleasure. "It will all make espression 
for itself there. Yes — I knew you were castle-buildiog." 

" I believe you know pretty nearly everything," said Mrs. 
Kegis, smiling. 

" Because everybody's castle somehow seems just as if it were 
a piece of mine. I can't help it ; it puzzles me, sometimes, — 
like the resurrection of the body, ■ — ■ what will really belong to 
me, and how it will come together, by and by. But I know it 
will ! " 

" You say that as I have heai-d it sung," said Mrs. Ee^s, 
thoughtfully, " in the Oratorio of the Messiah." 

" I say it as I think Job sung it. Even upon the earth, — 
among the liuman things, — shall stand the Eedeemer. Even 
in the flesh — the real body — - though ' after the skin ' this body 
seem to be destroyed, — we shaU see God, and we shall have 
all ! " 

That niglit when we had got back to Church Street, I was 
walking up and down the little garden in the twilight General 
Rushleigh and Stephen were away somewhere together, upon 
some errand. Margaret and Edith were at their open bedroom 
window, above. A telegram was brought in to me, from Liver- 
pool. I Lad been writing to the Cunard agents about our 
trunks. 

" Edith ! Margaret ! " I cried to them as I tore the envelope 
open and glanced along the printed line. " We are transferred 
to the Nova Zembla. We are to go back in the dear old ship I 
The Sahara is taken off, and the Nova Zembla sails the ninth. — 
But, after all, they had no business to ! " I added, with a right- 
eousness of resentment at what had accideotally made me so 
glad. " What if we could not possibly have got there, that day 
earlier ? " 
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"It 's outrageous ; but ain't it complete ! " cried Emery Ann, 
leaning out her head between them. "Ain't joa pleased? — ■ 
But it 's no thanks to them ! I doii't half think we ought to put 
up with it, finally ! " 

" They always do," said Ma"gavet. " They change people 
about anyhow, going home. Bul they do get them there ! Sup- 
pose, though, they haven't clianged us all?" she suggested, 
Buddenly. 

" Oh, they would ! We wrote together. We are aD one 
paity. That would be too bad, and we would n't have it." 

General Rushieigh came through the house at this moment- 
He, too, had his telegram. 

" We ave assigned to the steamer of the ninth ; we ought to 
leave by the day after to-morrow," he said to me. And then he 
looked up and saw them at the window. 

" We are to sail in the Nova Zembla, Margaret ! " he said, 
gayly. That way of the telling belonged to her. And Marga- 
ret nodded, vanished, and came down. " I think she was put on 
purposely to take us home again," he said, as he met her at the 
door, " Where is Lady Virginia ? " 

Mrs. Regis came out from the little parlor. Stephen rushed 
in from the street ; we all held council ; it was a mingled excite- 
ment of delight and disappointment. We were sorry to have 
one day less with Stephen ; and he must return from here to 
Paris. But home was made to seem so suddenly near to us,- — 
we could not otherwise but be glad. And the ship we came in, 
— why that almost bridged the ocean for us ; made it but a step 
across her decks, from Prince's Landing to the East Boston" 

An hour later, I came down from my room into the garden 
again to find Edith. 

I found Stephen with her ; they had been putting carefully 
into little bottles, — cutting places in the edges of the corks to 
fit the stems through, — some bits of ivy that they had brought 
from Kenilworth,— that they had run all the way up to the 
castle for, after we had got down to the outer gates. The short, 
stout little jars with their phial-mouths, were partly what Sle- 
piien had been away into the town for now. 
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" Tours is nicer ttaa mine, Edith," lie said, with a joking mau- 
ner, but with a tone that suited rather the look in his eyes, as he 
watched her press a aci'ap of wax softly around the stem, and tie 
the bottle neck with a loop of ribbon. " Play I 'm a sick bear 
and change with me ! " 
, She reached out her ivy to him instantly. " Only jou know 
better," she said, looking at the two, as she held hers near. He 
was busy, now, fixing aometbing about the rim. 

" Only I know just aa well — !" he answered her, and went 
on with his work. It was a bit of chain with a trinket, ■ — ■ a 
Roman amphora — that he had worn featened to hia watch. 
There was a split ring, by which it had been appended. Pie had 
wound the chain avouud the phial-neck, and managed to run the 
ring through the larger link when it parted in two to hold the 
two handles of the little vase. 

" Tou can hang it up by that," he said, " I have n't got any 
blue ribbon." 

It was a kind way of giving her the best, perhaps she 
thought ; and with it that little Roman keepsake, without any 
fuss of presentation. And perhaps — she did not exarnine what 
she thought s but was only pleased, and touched, and happy, as 
her eyes and color showed, when she looked up at him, and 
took it with frank, modest thanks. 

" I am sure it ought to grow," she said. " And I shall always 
keep the little vase I " 

And — perhaps — it was just as well that old Aunt Patience 
came along, and saw it all and took no notice ; and that the three 
said their last good-night together, in the long nine o'clock tin- 
light, in the pretty little, still, box-scented English garden, 

Eai'ly the next morning, when all the lanes and waya were 
dewy-fresh, and the sun came up slowly and tenderly to his day- 
height, we di-ove off with Stephen to Leamington, for his Lon- 
don train. And Edith was very quiet coming back, and old 
Aunt Patience sat very loving-quiet for the most part by her 
side, and Emery Ann wrinkled her nose and fidgeted, and 
looked restlessly and apprehensively responsible for something, 
and remaiked after a wise interval, that " life was a tug ; thei-e 
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was always something taking the seasoning out of things ;" and 
when we got home it was a bleaseil provision tliat we all had to 
be busy packing, and settling hills, and laying out what we 
wanted for the morning ; and that we were glad to go to bed 
before the twilight was over, and while the chimes were play- 
ing " Life let us cherish," for the ninth lime, to fall fast and 
quietly asleep. As Edith did ; for I watched her. 

And the gi-een little Kenilworth ivy, in the bottle with the 
golden chain and tiny vase, stood on the round stand by her bed- 
side ; and I knew it was the last thing that she looked at before 
she shut her eyes, and went away into pure, sweet dreams of all 
the pleasantness it stood for. The pleasantness of mouths that 
had made a strong young friendship, and of years to come in 
which it surely should grow old. 
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CHAPTER XXXVin. 
OTBE THE BROAD, BLUE SEA. 



.... We got letters fi'om Stephen Holabird in Lirerpool. 
He wrote to his sister, and also to me. You know I keep al- 
ways a separate little box for separate real eorrespon dents. I 
put Stephen's letter into a pretty little French one that he had 
given me full of bonbons. I wrote his iiauio on the cover, in 
the corner, under a rose-leaf. Edith saw me do it. She had 
read the letter, of course ; she knew by the way I put it by, 
that it was the beginning of regidar news, that would come to vs. 

I shall let that box stand on a table in my room, where I keep 
books and note baskets, and such tbinga, that Edith is always 
poking into and arranging for me, when she comes out to Old 
Farm, She will always find the last ones there ; and she cao 
read the old ones over. I think the little box will he big enough, 
I think it will only be for a while that Aunt Patience will he 
minister of foreign affeirs. 

The two families will come to know each other ; Edith will 
be under the final countenance and authority ; that can be asked 
of her then which could not be asked of her here, traveling with 
only me, A letter will come some day, petitioning for a letter ; 
I know how Gertrude will do ; she is a fairly wise woman. And 
then — oh, I shall get one once in a while after that, even ; hut 
the little violet-gray box with the roses and the golden butter- 
flies on the cover won't l>e the whole United States mail any 

We all wrote Stephen a round robin from Quocnstowu. 

T don't know why it seemed strange, just because it was the 
nicest thing, almost, that could be, I don't know why she 
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should n't have happened to be there, just a,s we were. A. hun- 
dred otlier people, nearly, were ; all going back to America by 
the best way people can go. Everybody likes June for a voy- 
age ; and of that June's steamers, everybody was pretty sure to 
try for the Sahara. Only, this hundred of us had got billeted 
over to the Nova Zembla. 

Aiid why should n't it have happened, as it did, that Miss 
Euphrasia Kirkhright should write to Liverpool from Brussels, 
to engage a state-room, the best available in the steamer of the 
tenth, and be sitting on her luggage upon the lauding, when we 
eame down among the porters, and the boxes, and the bustle, 
«nd the strange crowd at the wharf-edge, beside which the red 
chimney of the Nova Zembla stood up like the blessed pillar of 
fire and smoke that was to lead us children of the laqd of prom- 
ise over ? 

Why should we be astonished and half-believing, when things 
fit and fall in, — we who are astonished and not believing at all, 
when they mismatch and fell out? Yet, truly, it is to me 
always one of the miracles of the inscrutable order, so far more 
wonderful than disorder, when the sum-total reappears at the 
foot of two columns of differently broken figures representing 
the same amount ; and I can't see why the little flying needles 
of the sewing-machine should always cafch up the loops of all 
its stitches. So, if 1 can't fake the marvel of two and two, 
and of sure mechanics, I must expect to go on being surprised 
when I meet my friend at the street corner, whei'e neither of 
us would be but just for that precise instant in whole months 
perhaps ; or when I find that the same ship, in the same eleven 
days of all the year, is to carry us across the sea together. And 
that was pretty much what we s^d to each other, then. And 
then, directly, it was just as if it could n't have been otherwise ; 
we were used to it, and took the gift " for granted." 

But you are not to be eleven days getting over with us, Eose. 

One Of two things, only, that pointed and specialized the voy- 
age, and you will have arrived. 

It was twelve hours out from Queenstown, at three in the 
morning, that I was roused suddenly from my sleep ; from a 
alerip so deep that I hardly knew what kind of noise or jar it 
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waa that waked mo. But I knew what finlahecl waking me- 
lt was Emery Aim's voice calling out in dismay from above, — 
as if I were accouiitable, — 

" What was tliat, Patience Strong ? " 

" Tliunder," I answered her at random, habitually accepting 
at first demand, the responsibility, and meeting it with the first 
available answer. 

"Cat's foot!" she interjected, contemptuously. "It left off 
square. Thunder don't. Besides, it bumped. We 've atruok 
■Boinething! " 

" Struck something ? Out in the open ocean, in clear weather, 
and sailing right along? " 

" Of course. They always sail right along. They never 
tate any kind of notice, unless they begin to go down." 

" Well, we are n't going down, at any rate. Maybe something 
is loose in the hold. Something shifted." 

" That sounds more reasonable." The word " shifted " was 
evidently a happy inspiration. Things do shift, in vessels' 
holds. The right term, of common use, was comforting. " But 
I should like to know why it does n't keep on bumping." 

" I guess we won't trouble about what things don't do," sw'i 
I. " We won't get nervous at the very beginning. It is only 
just past six bells. I 'm going to sleep again." 

We both slept agtun for an hour. Then wo were waked by 
that most startling thing that happens, in any ordinary voyage, 

The engines stopped. 

The ship lay like a dead thing in the deep. Worse than 
still; dropping, to and fro. Cradled, in that helpless way, in 
the water, that makes you feel as if each faint roll were a sink- 
ing. 

" My soul ! " gasped Emery Ann, leaping straight up in her 
berth, and bumping her head dreadfully, and taking no manner 
of notice of it. "This is awful! It's like being dead, and 
lying thinking about it What is the matter? " 
■ I got up. It was fearful, that silence of the great heart of 
.he vessel ; that stop of all its strong, tireless urging. 

I began to put on my boots. 
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There seemed to be no alarm ; no movement, more than com- 
mon, about ua. There was not quite as much movement as 
common. Was that the way, I wondered, when tilings hap- 
pened ? Was there a little pause of dreadful waiting, before 
people dared to find out? 

" I did n't expect we should get safe over ; butldidn't think 
it would come so soon I " said Emery Ann, getting out of her 
berth with the strange calmness of assured trouble that is rec- 
ognized and must be met. That chilled deeper through me than 
her outcry had done. 

As I fastened my boots, and belted my wrapper abont me, it 
all went through my mind in a strange way, like things 1 had 
read of in the newspapers. The Ville du Havre, — the Europe, 
— the Am^rique, — all these were recent in memory. Now it 
would be the "ill-fated Nova Zembla.'" It had happened 
again, and we were in it. There would be the "list of pas- 
sengers," and we — our this moment breathing selves — were 
the people ! I te!l you. Rose, one can feel all through a thing 
like that, in one terrible apprehensive minute, on board ship ! 
It had seemed too good, too beautiful, to be sailing, certainly, 
home again I 

Genera] Rushleigh's state-room was next to ours. I stepped 
out into the passage, and gave one tap upon his door. I heard 
him moving within. 

" Can you think why we are stopping? " I asked Hm. 

"I am going up to see," he answered mo. " But everything 
seems quiet. I think there can be nothing wrong. 

All continued quiet. Emery Ann and I went on dressing. 
It was quite daylight now, and we would go. on deck also. Still 
that deadness of the ship in the midst of the yielding waters. 
Still that passive sinking, to and fro. 

Only just as we ascended the companion way, the throb of 
the engines began again ; the ship thrilled with motion and 
pressed on. " She 's alive again, anyway ! Thank goodness for 
that! " said Emery Ann. 

We were the only women on deck. It was early, beautiful 
morning. The first oflieer was on the bridge ; the captain was 
walking back and forth. A few gentlemen had come up ; Gen- 
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eral Rushleigli among them ; that was all. And of course no- 
body was aeeminglj aware that there was anything to explain. 
They neyer are on shipboai'd. I wondered who had satisfied 
everybody. For, certainly, there had been^ a shock, and a stop. 

General Eushleigh helped ua fo get our chairs, and went and 
brought our wraps to us. He told us when he came back, that 
Mrs. Regis and Margaret would soon be up, " Had they been 
frightened, — and what was it ? " No ; they knew he would 
come, if it was anything. And what it was, precisely, did not 
seem to transpire. One could n't catechize tbese ship's people. 
Some floating timber, it was conjectored, — something we had 
just struck as we passed ; and the engineer had thought it best 
to stop, and look after the screw. That was what Captain 
K said. 

" The motion has been different," I said to General Bush- 
leigh, " ever since. There is a jerk, and a jar. We have got 
some damage to the pmpeller, I believe there is a blade 

Now that was perfectly ridiculous of me, who had the dim- 
mest possible notion of what the propeller really is like, Aud 
yet iu that instant, it flashed, like an intuition. I believe, be- 
fore, I had actually thought of the " screw " as a great spiral, 
twisting iu the water, — and I had never heard of the " blades." 
But it came to me, what it was, and what had befallen it ; and 
five minutes after. General Eushleigh stopped beside me again, 
to say, " You guessed light. We have broken a blade. But it 
will make no difference. There will be the same power, but 
quicker revolution. That is all." 

Only this difference. That the day was brighter, gladder, 
because we were saved from worse disaster, 80 Jar. That the 
night would he more solemn, more anxious, to us, after this, 
That every morning would be somethiog to he sejiai-ately and 
more heartily thankful for. Because, you know, in the gi-eat 
pea there might be other floating wreck ; there might be ice- 
fields ; how easily we might break another blade ! 

And the home-shore felt farther in a possible uncertainty, — 
seemed dimmer and more tremulous to our great desire, in its 
distant mists, 'jeyond its great white surges ! 
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; Our pleasant ship-life settled itself again ; went on. We had 
day after day of suuny weather : day after day we walked the 
bi'eezy, springy deck. Evening after evening, we sat in the 
l>roa<J stem, and watched the flash ami glory of the waters ; 
night after night we saw the stais come out and sail across the 
Iieaven, 

It was good, after all, and notwithstanding the uncertainty, to 
have this ocean distance to go over ; this long, grand waitiug- 
time between shore and shore. 

Between what had happened to them in their year in Europe, 
and the life they were going to begin together in their New Eng- 
land home, Paul Rushleigh and Margaret Ke^s had this beau- 
tiful drifting over, — this happy rest of anticipation and forecast- 
ing. Between the rush of enjoyment, the hurried grasping of 
things abroad, and the quiet life-long realities at home, this pause 
and possession of each other in a perfect leisure. There had 
been two wondei-ful tides ; that which carried them forth, ail un- 
certain, unbelonging, separate, — this which bore them back, 
joined hand with hand and hope with hope, so as no bi'eaker of 
rough waves, — no atorai-wind out of the north or south, could 
divide and lose them from each other ever, — e e ' 

We did the same things we had done befo e t e e we e the 
same walks and talks, and games ; the same g oupUj, de the 
old boat-shelter, — the same hymn-singing ou by e wheel- 
house, — the same counting of days, — the a ne gs of 
good-nights ; and they were things, as truly a we h In vsr 
done before; for the life in them was new, we weie ill more 
and different to each other. Into, and behind the circumstance, 
we had gone together ; we had found each other in a sphere that 
is neither east nor west ; neither of the summer or the winter 
leaning of the latitudes ; not of that world, or of this, even, but 
of the Kingdom in which all worlds lie, and in which the things 
that are for each other never foil of their finding. 

One day, as often, there was a game of chess. Mrs. Eegis 
and General Rushleigh were the players. It was a long, careful 
contest ofkeenahOity. As it ended, — I really don't know which 
checkmated, — Mrs. Eegis swept the pieces into the middle of 
the board, and looked up witli a smile. " Strange," she said, 
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" that the only game there can be conti'ived for human amuse- 
meut is some strife to prove which can get the victory of the 
other. I wonder what games a better order of beings would in- 
vent ? I tliink there would have to be the devclojiment of some- 
thing that would make possible a mutual relation altogether un- 
known to us here. A new faculty of nature." 

" You can play ^ve away," said Emery Anu ; " at least, yon 
can lu checkers." 

" That only changes the point of the contention," said Mrs. 
Regis. " It is still to overcome eaeh other," 

" Not exactly each other ; " said General Rushleigh ; " but 
some difficulty that each represents to the other. Did you never 
play both sides of a game ? " 

Something strong and quick showed itself in a passing ex- 
pression of Mrs, Regis's face. Something that never would have 
been in its comfortable calm a year ago. And yet, as it passed 
it left a deep light shining. 

" I tliink life itself sets us at that game ! " she answered him. 

" Tes. The only life that canbe contrived for human beings 
ia to overcome," said be. "But — 'each other.' Each other, 
is really, each's other. Or else, there could be no humanity." 

" Perhaps the new faculty of nature comes with the finding of 
that out," said Mrs. Kegls. 

Gleneral Rushleigh met her word with a siuile that might iiave 
satislied anybody. It said so plainly, "You are one of them to 
whom comes the revealing ! " But they talked no more; for 
he shut the little board for her, and rose to go and meet Mar- 
As they were walking up and down the deck together, Mrs. 
Regis's look followed them. 

" Each's other," she repeated to me. " That is the i-est of 
what you and I were beginning to say one day. Miss Patience. 
It helps a little to understand tbe s(«^relation. I used to think 
one only married, or came by marriage into that ; but I believe 
we are bom into it. I fancy one must be thankful if one can 
but come to be 'step-everytbitig' at last; since otherwise one 
must stand still, in a very poor little unsatisfied centi-e ! " 

" "Ses," said Miss Euphrasia, who was with us ; and slie 
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turned to ter witli a full rejoicing fellowship in h£ir eyes ; — 
"because, after all, you know, this is only a sfep-worM ! " 

. . . . " Land in sight ! Cape Cod upon tiie weathiirbow I " 

A cheery voice said that coming in upoa our little party in 
the upper saloon. It was cold and wet on deck, A drizzling fog 
had hung about us for days, and was barely lifting now. We 
knew we were Bearing shore ; but we iiad had but slow work of 
it, since before we came off Newfoundland. There had been 
one day of storm that had driven all below, except a few per- 
sistent ones who had their chairs lashed to the decks, and stayed 
it throngh. The ship had lurched from side to aide, witli great 
struggling fiinga that had sent everything crashing. The stew- 
ards slanted in and out, and waited upon us with approaches and 
retreats like insane ballet-danciDg. The dinner slid into heaps 
across the tables, and the cabin floors. The swicging lamps 
hung horizontal, this way, that way. We were in shrieks of 
irresistible laughter, above a smothered dread that was always 
praying it might not grow worse ; that the fog might not last 
into the night-time ; that the few more mornings might surely 
rise upon us. 

That afternoon, as the wind and rain abated, we had gone on 
deck to see the magnificence of the waves. Clinging to tlie 
stern-rail, — holding by each other, — we had stood in the 
midst of a commotion of glory that no words can make you 
comprehend. Mountain ridges heaved along our contracted 
horizon ; moving mountains, black with their massed waters, 
white crested with their bursting foam, swept down their tower- 
ing bulks upon us. The little ship leaning away till her guards 
towohod the water, drifted up the impending wall, i-ode for an. 
instant the great peak, the sea circle widening to us as she 
hovered there, then slowly leaned herself the other way, aad 
drifted down. 

The slippery decks were almost perpendicular. And the 
great shrouding fog brooded about ua, changing continually the 
•ound of sky and ocean s now gathering in as if to shat us ioto 
invisibility, — extinguishment ; then pulsing out again, the low 
9irn struggling through it, making it softly golden; — at last 
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